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PROLOGUE

Kenya became pure sound: the sound of live bullets, the
roar of airplane engines, the tear gas, the ratata machine
gun fire and people screaming. Bullets ate up the grass in
rows, women and children cried out loudly for help. Some
people flew out in air like rag dolls and hit the ground with
a loud bang. Trees snapped in halves and fell over as people

yelled.

Flames burst into existence as billowing black smoke filled
the air. Mangled bodies were everywhere. People were
screaming, crying and dying. Some were asking for help
from no one in particular. The ground was messy with
blood.



CHAPTER 1

THE EULOGY

“To my dear wife, friend and confidant, the mother to our
beloved children. Maybe one day I will say it is ok, it is
well, but right now, | cannot say it is well, for it is not.
Since you died, my life has turned into a sea of darkness.
There is no real control. At its best, it feels like a mere
procession of days with all other colours washed out. At its
worst, it’s a living nightmare in which I feel like [ am going
a little mad without you and the knowledge that you are
never coming back is almost too much to cope with. Your
killers’ day of reckoning will come. I know you are still
watching. | know you could probably be here: but I have
confidence that even though you are no more, you still care
for us, for there are days | feel that you are so close to me



and | hear you comment on issues, in your soft loving

voice.

My love, I’d like you to note that we have tried to seek for
government’s assistance, because it had offered to help
unravel your killers, my love. However, allow me to inform
you that we are very disappointed at the slow pace this
investigation has taken, with no one being prosecuted so
far from this heinous crime, three good weeks down the
line. To make the situation worse, the suspects who had
been arrested have been released, and this, so far, has

dampened our spirits.

Dear wife, the independent intervention of international
investigators, the likes of the US ambassador to Kenya,
Robert Godec and the British high commissioner Nic
Hailey had clearly shown interest in getting to the bottom
of this matter, for they shared our concerns about the slow
pace of investigation by the government, an idea | had
welcomed with my two hands. However, for unknown

reasons, it was not welcome by the government.

10



I have not left the casket, where your body lay, my love.
As | stand or sit beside you, | keep hoping for a miracle. A
miracle that isn’t forthcoming. Every time I remember how
dedicated you were to your family and church, with the
same vigour, it saddens my heart even more, that Kenya
has kept quiet. The church has kept quiet. Everyone who
should have been involved has kept quiet. As your
husband, even though | know my hands are tied, | promise
you today, as | send you back to your maker, I will not keep
quiet. 1 have been pained and I assure you, for you, I will
do everything in my capacity, to see that justice is served.
For | believe that we only get to bury your body, but your

spirit and soul lives on.

To my lovely daughters, Euny, Maua and Jenny, | really
don’t have the right words to express the pain I feel in the
void you left. I miss you all so much. Not a single day
passes without me thinking of you and wondering how life

would be without you around.

To the killers, I know some of you are here with us.

Walking freely like you never committed any criminal
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offence. Are you happy now? Are you? Tell me, are you
happy that you were paid to kill? Are you happy that you
have ripped me off my family? Are you happy? May you
never know peace. Vengeance is of the Lord.” (Sobs).

As Tabby packed her clothes hurriedly, Papa’s speech
replayed in her head, again and again. She was heart-
broken; she was hurt, withdrawn and felt completely

helpless.
“Oh God! It had to be us!” She thought.

If she felt that way, Papa felt the same way, three or more

times than she did.
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THE BOOK LAUNCH

The lights in the airplane cabin came on suddenly. Tabby
heard the sound of the announcement system, which
informed them that they were landing at Jomo Kenyatta
International Airport, in Kenya. Fenuku, her newly wedded
husband leant over her and adjusted her seat belt, making
sure that it was in the locked upright position and that she

was safe.

“How does it feel to be landing in Kenya for good again,

darling?” Fenuku asked Tabby, gently caressing her arm.

“I don’t know what to say Fe. This feeling is

indescribable.”
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Having responded, Fenuku’s question took her back in
time, for she remembered how on the night she lost her
siblings and Mama, she had tried to crawl away... but...?
From what? Yet her only relations’ lives had been taken
away. Had she just been kicked or burnt? She could not
comprehend. She remembered how she drugged her aching
bloody feet backward across the floor, as she tried to
escape. Everything hurt: her head, her cheeks, her jaw, her
wrists and ankles. Someone grabbed her by the jaw, yanked
her head back. Blunt, dirty fingers forced her mouth open
and bitter herbs splashed into her open mouth, gagging her.
She spit it back. She opened her eyes slowly.

A man stood in front of her, smoking cigarette. The smell
made her sick to her stomach. She tried to recall for how
long she had been in that state, she couldn’t. Her memory
had terribly failed her. The only thing she was sure of was
that as she tried to escape, she had been moved to this dank,
airless room, it had dawned but she wasn’t able to see the
sun. The man in the room was talking, asking her questions.
His mouth opened closed and spewed smoke. She flinched

instinctively, curled further into the corner of the cold room
14



and sometime, squatted. The man behind her kicked her in
the spine, and ordered her to look at him. She thought of
defying and run away, but she did not have the strength to.
The skin around her wrists was torn and bloody. She used
her hands to cover her nakedness, but it was useless. She
knew. The man behind her at some point, pulled her legs
apart and tied them on the ceiling board, eventually; she
was released and ordered to stand.

Her hands were shaking as she stood and stepped
awkwardly into the wrinkled shapeless, blue linen dress
she was given, which was three times larger than her
normal size. It took her forever to button the sagging
bodice. When she had finished, she was asked to leave.

“But why were they doing that to her even after killing
Mama and her three sisters?” She wondered.

“Are you okay Tabby?”

Fenuku asked after feeling the silence between them and

realizing that she looked absent minded. In response, she

15



looked at him straight in the eye, smiled broadly, with her

two hands on Fenuku’s left and right cheek.

“I am very fine my love. The fact that | am back to my
motherland, Kenya, brings me good memories.” She lied.

She did not know why she had to lie, but she did.

*k*k

Hours later, when they were catching up with some early
morning sleep, the phone beside her rung. Tabby was still
more than half asleep when she answered it. It was Papa

calling.
“Hello, Papa?” She whispered.

“Hey, daughter, did you arrive safely? Did you catch some

sleep?”

“Yes Papa, we did. Thank you for your concern. Is there

anything I need to know?”

“Not really, my little girl. I was just wondering why |1
haven’t heard from you, yet it’s two o’clock. What time do

you intend to leave for the book launch party?”
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“We had planned we should walk around the city before
we get to join the rest of the guests in the evening. We can

arrive, latest, six pm. Will that be okay?”

“Nice, you will let me know where you want me to pick

you up from.”’
“Ok Papa. Thank you.”

“Kindly, remember to keep time. It is your day you know.”

He added in a voice that sounded so firm.
“Noted, Papa.” She responded lazily.

Tabby eased herself out of bed quietly so that she couldn’t
interfere with Fenuku’s sleep and headed straight to the
marble tiled bathroom. A nice hot shower revived her and
in a moment, she was fully awake, but it was until when
she sat at the veranda, stared at her face magnified in the
light rimmed oval mirror, that it hit her. She was back to
Kenya. She was home. It did not matter that she had a
Ghanaian husband and that Ghana was her second home
where she had spent the years she was at the university,

when Kenya was plunged into a post-election violence
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turmoil. The only language she understood at that

particular moment, was that she was home.

She moved close to the dressing mirror and applied make
up carefully, brushed the thick black hair back from her
face. In the mirror, she saw an elegant woman with velvety
skin, glossy lips and very clear eyes. Pushing back from the
mirror, she woke up Fenuku, with a broad smile, greeted
him and shared the day’s itinerary. She asked him to be

ready in a few minutes.

They enjoyed a walk in the city that they hadn’t visited for
many years from the time they had left the country
unprepared. By the time Papa arrived at the agreed pick-up
point, they were ready for the book launch party. He guided
them out into a hallway, helping Tabby as if she was blind
and disabled like he did when she was still a young girl and
she let him lead her through the elegant hotel lobby and out
into the magic light of the Nairobi city at night, with
Fenuku following at a closer distance. When he asked the

door man for a taxi, Tabby interrupted.

“We will walk to the venue.”
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Papa frowned, but this did not change Tabby’s mind, for
she knew that in as much as Fenuku wasn’t saying much,
he was enjoying the view of the beautiful city of Nairobi
on an evening. Even that late in the day, the weather was
unreasonably warm and in no time, Tabby felt herself
beginning to sweat. In town, most of the shops were closed
and the windows were shuttered. Most of the display cases
were empty, which was hardly surprising because the
twenty-four-hour economy was yet to pick up fully. When
they arrived at the venue, they first took a seat outside,
beneath a canopy of flowering chestnut trees for a glass of
juice, before they got into the hotel. Entering the hotel,

everyone was waiting for them.

“Damn! We have wasted people’s time. See how impatient
they look.” Tabby murmured to no one in particular,

looking disappointed.
“But you insisted that we walk.” Papa responded.

“Take it easy, the most important thing is that we are here.”

Fenuku snapped.
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As they walked to their reserved seats, the MC notified the
crowed of their entrance, Tabby kept smiling at the
audience. She looked around, and noticed her grandmother.
At her sight, she cried, tears of joy, tears of the epic
reunion. She remembered the image of her grandmother on
the day their family was set ablaze, how she was tied on a
wooden chair at her wrist and ankles, the ropes had bit into
her flesh and were so tight she couldn’t move. A single
light bulb hung from the ceiling above her, her fingers were
numb, that morning, the room smelled of mold. She vividly
remembered how her grandmother had tried to lift her head
when she saw her, but the movement hurt so much that she

made an involuntary sound.
“Shosh,” she called.
“It hurts!” She responded in pain.

Tabby pulled a chair from the early morning darkness and

sat down, facing her.

“Pain.” The grandmother said feebly.
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She realized her granny could have been hit hard because
at a closer look, blood filled her mouth, sharp and metallic
tasting as she had informed her. She saw it dribble down
her cheeks. Looking at her, she tiptoed from the room, her
footsteps echoing on the cold stone floor, her breath
plumed in front of her and rushed home to seek for help.
She found their home flooded with people. Papa had also
jetted in from Nairobi. Up to that point, she does not recall

who and how her granny was saved.

Looking at her granny at the party on the evening of the
great reunion, seeing her smile, brought nothing but pure
joy in her heart. She smiled. Papa swiftly moved in beside
Tabby, with Fenuku on the extreme left, and said hello to
the guests. Tabby waited for Papa to walk to the podium
and speak, because it had always been this way between
them. Little did she know that she was the one to speak on

everyone’s’ behalf.

When the MC announced that Tabby was expected at the
podium, she took Fenuku’s arm. They stepped ahead onto

the bustling side walk, arm in arm, each step calculated in
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rhythm to the soft background music. Tabby felt like a little
happy girl once again. The MC looked at her, smiled, shook

hands with them and announced,
“Someone very special is with us tonight!”

The audience applauded. Tabby and Fenuku, while still
holding hands, exchanged beautiful smiles.

“I know you want to say something daktari.”

The MC asked, looking at Tabby. Having graduated with a
doctoral degree in comparative literature from the
university of Legon in ACRRA, Ghana, Tabby’s gender
tag had automatically changed from M/S to daktari, as she
was commonly addressed by everybody in the sphere of
academia. Tabby took the microphone, smiling broadly to
no one in particular. The room became utterly still. The
only sound that was heard was that of the squeaking chairs,
feet tapping on the carpet and message tones from those
who had not put their phones on the silent mode.

“Welcome everyone.” She began.
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“It 1s so great to see you all again. Before I make my
speech, allow me to introduce this man holding my hand.
Some of you met him on our wedding day, but | know that
most of you have not because we invited very few people
on that day. As the saying goes, every cloud has a silver
lining. He is the silver lining amidst the storms of the post-
election violence, for the reasons he will share with you, if

it was in his plan. Welcome Fenuku”

She passed the Microphone to Fenuku, while smiling
broadly and looking straight into his eyes. As Fenuku
picked the microphone, he smiled in reciprocation, then

cleared his voice in readiness for his speech.

“Hello everyone. I know we are here to make merry,
celebrate and listen to one of us, who happen to be my wife,
on her greatest achievement. Speaking much about her may
spoil the intention of the party. We are here for the reason
that we want to pick ourselves from the past and start anew.

Is it s0?”

The audience in unison responded with a yes.
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“I want to confidently tell you that my family and I have
already begun a new chapter and we are not looking back.
Standing right here beside me is my wife Tabby that God
sent to me from our motherland Kenya. I know most of you
don’t know that we arrived this morning from our
honeymoon in Dubai and we are here to serve Kenyans for
Kenya. She might have forgotten to mention that she
secured a job with a non-governmental organization that
deals with sexual trauma occasioned by the post-election
violence. As she helps women who were raped to heal from
the traumatizing past, | believe that she too will be helping
herself since she has a similar past. It is good to be back to

Kenya, and it is also good to work for Kenyans. Right?”
The audience once again shouted a yes, in unison.

“Well, the fact that we are back and happily settled in
Kenya to work for Kenyan’s is an indication that despite
the pain of loss we all experienced way back, life must go
on. We shall not live in the past forever. | am talking about
healing from the past pain because | fully understand what

it means. Allow me to share my painful story with you.”
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Fenuku was brief. He told the crowd that he was the first
born and the only son of the slain electoral ICT manager
doctor Obuu from Ghana, who was killed on the day he
declared on a national television that he will ensure
election results were secured electronically. When it
looked like Fenuku was about to get emotional while
narrating his story, Tabby remembered that he had once
told her that it was not going to be possible for him to talk
about the cruel death of his dad without getting emotional.

So, she quickly grabbed the microphone from his hands.

“I know he wanted to give you some more information
about the dad, how he was brutally murdered and how this
has affected him emotionally. Can I help him talk?”

“Agreed daktari.” The crowd responded in unison.
“Thank you all.”
Tabby cleared her voice.

“Fenuku’s father, was he to be alive today, would have
been my father-in-law. He was brutally murdered because

he refused to give out the password that was ensure
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authenticity of the election results. It is the pain of mystery
that he lived in the past years that makes him feel that way,
every time this subject is broached. | truly know that this
is exactly how all of us, who were directly affected by the
violence feel. It is even sad that the DPP and the DCI
remained mum on questions about the status of
investigations to date, despite the fact that they had
promised them speedy resolution. It is for this pain, the
painful past experiences, the trauma, the memory of the
property we lost that we thought of this day. Are you all

still listening to me?”
She pointed the microphone to the audience.
“Sure, yes, we are listening.” Several voices responded.

“Great. I really appreciate.” She moved to a table where
several books had been carefully placed, and picked one.
Raised it high above her head, just to ensure that it was

clearly seen by the audience.
“Can we all see this book?” She asked.

“Yeeees.” The audience responded in unison.
26



“What is the title of the book?”” She asked, loud enough that

she was heard by the passers-by.

“Ballots of Bullets.” The audience responded in a chorus.
“Well, this is my work.”

The audience applauded.

She cleared her throat and proceeded with her speech.
“Before I tell you what my book is about, allow me to
officially start my speech by thanking you all for coming.
I am very conscious that today is a book launch but talking
about the violence experience we’ve had as a country, in
my opinion, is not in any way a violation of the event’s

itinerary because this is basically what the book is all about.

Allow me to recognize the presence of Mr. Mwaura, sitting
next to Papa, in a red T-shirt. His presence is highly
appreciated because as you all can see, he does not have his
right hand. He is here with us today because he was notified
of this event by Papa. | have this feeling that we should
honour him, for reasons that people like him motivated me

so much to write this book. Having had some few minutes
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to interact with him before | stepped onto this podium, 1
feel indebted to share a little about him. Mwaura, kindly

step forward.”

Mwaura looked like he had not expected to be mentioned.
He was caught unaware. In a flash, he stood up. He picked
up his crutches. In a steadfast motion, he stepped forward.
Tabby moved so closed to him and threw her right hand on
his left shoulder while holding the microphone with her left
hand. She then cleared her throat in readiness to speak, and

continued talking.

“Mwaura was not born without his left hand. He is just but
a victim of the 2007 ethnically divided politics. From the
knowledge we all have; the 2007 election pitted some
ethnic groups whose presidential candidate Mwai Kibaki
was declared a winner against Kalenjins and Luos who
believed their candidate Raila Odinga had been cheated out
of victory. On the 12th of December 2007, just like
everyone else, Mwaura cast his vote. Little did he know
that the 30th of December the same year was going to be

his doomsday because that was the exact date violence
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erupted. Most houses were torched by the Kalenjins and he
happened to be among the very many people of different
ethnicity living among the Kalenjins. It was like a killing
spree: maiming, defiling and torching houses. People had
to run away from what they had always known as their
home, for safety. That’s exactly what Mwaura did. From
his account, while trying to flee, he remembers having to
negotiate a road block made out of dead bodies lined up
across the road. He jumped over the corpses but before he
went so far, he was accosted by armed people who chopped
off his left hand. The details of how he was saved and taken
to hospital are a story for another day. Sit down Mr.

Mwaura.”

As Mwaura walked back to where he was to sit, everyone
looked at him compassionately. There were murmurs
among the audience, precisely reactions about Mwaura’s
story that had brought mixed feelings. The moment
Mwaura had comfortably taken his seat back, Tabby asked

them to listen.
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“Ladies and gentlemen. It was not only about Mwaura but
also about us. He was only a representative of the
survivors’ tales and I believe that in a way or the other,
someone here has been touched and encouraged. It isasign
that amidst the struggles of healing from the emotionally
traumatizing experiences, you are not alone. A larger
percentage of Kenyan’s was affected. Allow me to bring to
your attention how the idea of this book ‘BALLOTS OF
BULLETS,” which today has been actualized, came into
existence. Just before the 2007 general election, | was a
Masters student in one of the local universities and as part
of my research project, | was to interview some prominent
personnel in the political sphere. That was the time | got
to interact with the late Mr. Obuu who happened to be the
then ICT manager of the electoral commission. The late
clearly explained that it was the constitution of Kenya that
gave the electoral commission the mandate to declare the
winning president and for them to achieve that, election
validity and dependability was to be properly managed.
This was to be achieved by accountability of every single

step. Mr. Obuu faulted the inability of Kenyans to trust
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each other hence the numerous conflicts experienced
during every election season. The fact that Mr. Obuu
exuded confidence in the systems put in place by the
commission on the fallback plans if the primary electronic
system failed than to Kenyans themselves motivated me to
write this book. This was with an intention of speaking to
Kenyans and the world at large, because peace begins with
individuals. Systems don’t leave offices to fight people.
They are people who fight each other.

As at when | was interviewing Mr. Obuu, | never imagined
that time, that years later, | would be here launching a book,
particularly, touching on post-election violence and its
aftermath, with an intention of preaching peace to the
world. In his absenture, allow me to honour him for with
his knowledge, he opened my eyes into actualizing my
dream of writing a historical fiction novel for Africa and
the world at large.

Why am | saying this? It is for him that | was motivated to
closely follow up the happenings of the 2007 election
unlike I did for other elections, not knowing that by so
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doing, I was gathering enough data for my work of art. As
such, this book is particularly written with an intention of
preaching peace and reminds the world that peace begins

with us.

I chose to dedicate this book to all Kenyan’s regardless of
their political affiliation for the reason that it is a record of
history, which in a way or another may be similar to what
happened in other nations, However, this one is specific for
Kenya and more especially to the directly affected
Kenyans, who are striving to carve out a stronger and a

better Kenya for the current and future generations.

In conclusion, | wish to declare the book launch complete.

May celebration begin.”
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CHAPTER THREE

DEPARTURE FROM KENYA

The blood was disturbing. Tabby woke up in the middle of
the night, gasping for air. She tried to scream in vain. The
blood was flowing like a river. Women and children were
screaming for help, unfortunately, no one seemed to care.
She ran towards a child whose face had been blown off by
a live bullet. While trying to run, another child held the
edge of her dress tightly, making it so difficult for her to
move. Looking at the baby, she was burning to death, at the
same time shouting, ‘you are our only savior.” She noticed
that she also had injuries, which she did not recall the exact
time she got them.
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While trying to save the babies, Tabby was shot twice, the
target was her head or chest. In the commotion, she broke
her left ankle, but she was determined to fight for her life
and the babies’ lives. She realized she had been stationed
somewhere in the middle of a huge battle ground, located
in some rural area. She tried to run to take cover from the
enemies but realized death was nearing upon her. She made
up her mind to fight back, although she did not have a

single weapon.

Using a small stone, Tabby killed the man who had shot on
them. The man was speaking a language similar to hers,
although she couldn’t tell exactly whom he was and her
vision of his face was kind of blurry. It happened, the baby
who was holding so hard the edge of her dress, was the one
who gave her a stone she used to kill their enemy. “They
are dead, let’s run.” The screams from this young boy
intensified, while she was groaning in pain. She woke up.
Threw her blanket off to check herself. Of course, she was
fine. 1t was only but a dream. However, she did not hear
the alarm ring. She looked at her watch, she was not late.

Immediately, she remembered that she was to flee the
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country that morning, together with Papa. “Damn! What a

",

dream!” She exclaimed.

They had to flee. For they did not feel safe in a country that

had been once, their home.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome on board on flight KQ,
306, with service from Jomo Kenyatta International
Airport to Kotoka International Airport, Accra, Ghana. We
are currently third in line for takeoff and are expected to be
in the air in approximately seven minutes time. We ask that
you please fasten your seatbelts at this time and secure all
baggage underneath your seat or in the overhead
compartments. We also ask that your seats and table trays
are in the up-right position for takeoff. Please turn off all
personal electronic devices, including laptops and cell
phones. Smoking is prohibited for the duration of the flight.
Thank you for choosing Kenya airways. Enjoy your flight.”

She was supper excited.

Regardless of the horrible dream, she had woken up in
good time knowing that she had to be at the airport by 10.00
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am. However, as it were, sometime people can never take
control of nature. It is beyond them. This actually explains
why she arrived at the airport a little late, against her initial
plans. You now understand why her heart lipped with joy
when she finally heard the captain’s departure words, she
was finally leaving her country, which had been chaotic,

and left her with no dependents, no relation. Tears!

As per the captain’s word, the plane indeed took off in
exactly seven minutes. She unsuccessfully tried to divert
her thoughts and attention from the real trouble she had
been in and still in. She surrendered to what her little head
really wanted: the memories of the past. It was to take her
exactly 6 hours, phoneless, from Kenya to Ghana, so she
thought, why not? She decided to keep herself busy with
her own thoughts. It was at this point that she remembered
having noticed that all was not well, when Papa, who
naturally loved watching the television, wanted to take her
attention from the proceedings of the TV, something he
rarely did. She thought it was an abortive action, but again,

at that particular time, she did not question.
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“Tabby, ours has been a family of six. However, for the
dictates of fate, family is you and I. We need to take some
little time off the television, and be this beautiful family
we’ve always been. Mama and your sisters are in good
hands; the doctors are taking good care of them. | want you
to have a strong spirit like your mother’s, step in for her

and pray. Pray, if you do believe like she did.”

Tabby did not respond. However, to some extent, Papa had
kind of put some sense in her little head. She didn’t know
how to pray like Mama because she wasn’t as religious as
she was, but she had taught them to believe, at least in a
god she had served, with whom she had attributed her
success and that of the family by her usual phrase, “were it
not for my God!”. Well, she made a prayer for them, even
though her spirit wouldn’t let her believe what she was
praying about was gonna come to pass. If her Mama was
in a position to speak at that particular moment, she would
have reminded her to repent and believe, for there were no
gonna happen miracles without faith. All they needed was

a miracle!
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Tabby was only twenty-two but knew right better than her
twenty-two-year-old head, that for Papa to try take her
attention from the television, there was something he
literally wanted to snatch her attention from or completely
hide from her. She therefore told herself that whichever
way, she was not going to fall victim. This was how she
started to have differences with Papa, or if they had been
there before, she had never noticed. To date, she has never
understood what Papa wanted to hide from her, since
whichever way, she was going to learn of her mom’s and

three sisters’ demise.

Theirs had been a family of six. Papa, Mama their three
siblings and herself. Mama’s religious fanatism made
Tabby question why God would not save the life of His
dedicated daughter. However, as Mama made her believe,
God is never questioned and everything happens for a
reason. Statements which to her, seemed mutually
inclusive and worth believing. For this, she stopped
questioning God and only kept the good memories about

her, and about them.
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Papa however, has never forgiven himself for Mama and
her sister’s death. This is why and how. Before elections,
it is a normal thing for people to align themselves to
political parties in support of their favorite candidates. It
happened that the party Papa chose to support was not
welcome where they lived. Papa had been admonished
concerning that, but being this man who believed in the
direction of his course without necessarily being guided,
stuck to his course. Papa, to Mama, was like a demi god.
Mama believed in him and every ideology he brought on
the table. As such, she started selling Papa’s party in their
surroundings. In her religious fanatic position, a woman
with an affable personality, a staunch Christian and a great
influencer in her position as a minister of the word of God,
as it were, Christians thought they had seen the light. Mama
had her own soft but firm way of making people believe in

what she said.

Also, Christians have this habit of supporting their own and
believing what they say without necessarily dwelling on
facts. As such, the party Papa was supporting had spread

like a bonfire in a desert in their town. Christians being the
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majority in the common’s estates, Papa’s opponents had to
act, and it had to be with immediate effect: before the
August, 2007 election.

On Tuesday 7th July 2007, before the August 2007
election, it had been a normal day in their home, since
Mama would not let any of her daughters idle around, her
elder daughter, who was working in a different town, was
visiting, for reasons that will shared later. Usually,
whenever Mama was free from her church missions, her

family would overwork. That particular day, they did.
“Jack!”

Tabby woke up when she heard a familiar voice call her
father’s name. The voice, cold, hard and determined, called
again and sounded like it was urgent. From the
background, she could clearly hear other voices
whispering. Although she didn’t clearly get what they were
talking about, she could figure them out in her mind. Papa
had travelled to Nairobi that evening for a business
meeting. That’s how he escaped the killers. She heard the

voices once again, this time round more clearly. Two of the
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voices were very familiar: her friends’ and neighbours,

who had always greeted them with love and kindness.
“Jack, we know you are here! Open this door!”
“He is not in.”

Tabby said feebly amidst trembling. She was not sure
anybody heard her. She wondered why Mama and her
sisters were all deep asleep amidst this commotion. She
tried to tip toe in Mama’s bedroom but her legs would not
carry her. She woke up, sat on her bed, in darkness. While
still sitted and scared, she heard Mama’s voice through her
bedroom’s door. She gathered courage to stand up and
open the door for Mama. There were many voices, many
people; she could visualize them in her mind. The voices
clawed in her flesh. She felt like her whole body was weak

and shaking.

“With God all things are possible. You only need to
believe. And at the same time repent, just in case these

people get to be violent and do something nasty.”
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Those were Mama’s words upon entering her room, in a

whisper.

“What do they want?”” Tabby asked.
“I don’t know Tabby. She responded.
“What are we going to do?”

“God is omnipresent and so gracious. You only need to
believe. We are safe. Tabby, believe. Allow me to check
on your sisters. Make sure you don’t open the doors for

anyone.”

She left Tabby’s bedroom and went to see her sisters in
their bedroom. Their bedroom was big, compared to
Tabby’s. Mama had decided that Tabby was the second
born and at the age of consent, she needed her own room.
Their elder sister did not mind joining their younger
siblings because she was more of a visitor, given that she
had been married, and separated from her husband, but
worked at the university as a lecturer in a different town.
So most of the time she was not at home. She shared a

room, with the two younger siblings, with each of them on
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their bed, every time she visited. The room had two beds,
one was a single bed and the other was double. Tabby,
helplessly, glued in a corner like a sick hen, imagined how
Mama found the sisters cowered in a corner without
moving a muscle or maybe all squeezed in one bed
trembling, for none of them lived to narrate how exactly

they behaved.

Like the rest of her siblings, she held her breath so that
nobody would hear her breath as a thousand invisible
needles ripped into her flesh. The next thing she heard from
her own room was a very big blast. The killers might have,
in a way, sensed that people were in that room, where
Mama had gone to check on her sisters. They bombed the
room close to ashes. After the heinous act, she heard the
Killers leave in their car and immediately, she felt like once
again, she had started to breathe. Little did she know that
they had set her sisters’ room, which was adjacent to hers,

on fire.

Neighbours’ attempt to fight the fire was in vain. By sheer
luck, through the effort she couldn’t precisely describe,

43



they managed to pull out Mama and her three sisters from
the fire and immediately rushed them to hospital. Tabby
managed to escape through a window in her room, which
she couldn’t explain where she got the energy to hit off the

wire mesh that had eclipsed it.

A crisis in their neighborhood was usually followed up by
the unity of people. In the shortest time in her memory,
their home was full. Notes had been thrown everywhere,
telling the world that Papa had been warned of his political
stand, it was time he paid for his adamant opinion and big
headedness. That was barely two weeks after they had
buried Mama and her siblings. Politics had ruined them.
Many years down the line, they were still waiting for
justice and the perpetrators of the heinous act of murder to
be brought to book. Tabby did not inform Papa of what had
happened, but the very minute, he had called her crying,
saying that he was boarding the next flight back from
Nairobi. On the morning he was distracting her from
watching news, Mama and her sisters had lost the fight and

precisely, he did not know how to break the news to her.
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When Tabby later learnt of the news, she was dead inside.

She was deader than the dead!

After the heinous act, Tabby and Papa hanged around for
close to three terrible weeks, buried their kins, and
participated in election, not knowing that the music of
violence had just begun. They had to be refugees; they were

on the run.

“Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. This is your
captain speaking. First, I’d like to welcome everyone on
QK,306, flight. We are currently cruising at an altitude
33,000 feet above sea level and airspeed of 400 miles per
hour. The time is 1.27 pm, the weather looks good and with
the tailwind on our side, we are expecting to land in Ghana
approximately 20 minutes ahead of schedule. The cabin
crew will be coming around in the next few minutes to offer
you a meal and a beverage, and the inflight movie will
begin shortly after that. I’1l talk to you again before we
reach our destination. Until then, sit back, relax and enjoy
the rest of the flight.”
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The captain’s voice woke Tabby from the pool of thoughts.
She scratched her eyes to get off her some imaginary dust
particles. She sat straight and looked at her watch. She then
remembered that she hadn’t taken the meal that had been
served to her by the flight attendant. She tried to reach out
for it but her energy failed her. Her hand just dropped down
like a heavy sack. She gave up trying. That was the time
she noted that she had a neighbour that she had not said
hello to, a tall, light skinned man, who was sitting next to

her.

“Hello lady, I am Fenuku, you look tired. Can I be of any
help?”

He talked to Tabby in the calmest voice she had heard from
a man in the longest time possible, because, seemingly, the
violence she had experienced had taken away every
person’s joy, no one seemed to be caring for the other. It

had become an every man for himself society.

“Hello Fenuku. I am Tabby. I will appreciate.”
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She responded. He reached out to the paper towels on top
of her meal and gave it to her. Then she struck a
conversation with him. She learnt that he had been in
Kenya for the better part of his life. His family had
relocated to Kenya from Ghana when he was nine years
old. He had schooled in Kenya; however, a time had come
that he had to go back to his country. That was after his
father had passed on. He had stayed on hoping to pick up
from where the post-election violence left him, but
unfortunately things got worse when the piece of land his
family had secured was grabbed and he was left homeless.
He had tried securing a job, but his name would not allow
any office to employ him, the reason he looked for menial
jobs, to enable him secure an air ticket, back to his

homeland, Accra, Ghana.
“Tabby,” he called her.

She responded while staring right into his eyes, trying to
fight tears that insisted on rolling down her cheeks,
basically because she had realized they had been savored

by the same monster, the post-election violence, which was
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aligned to the parties’ people had chosen to support and
they were all either dying or trying to run away from a
similar fate. Tabby’s heart became so heavy, but all the
same, she wanted to hear more. So, she stared further into
his strong eyes and asked him to explain what exactly had

happened.
“Promise me you won’t break down.”

She looked at him once again, this time with some deep
yearning, of what he had to say. She then noted that he was
a tall man, light in complexion, his beard had been cleanly
shaven. He had big round eyes full of authority and
confidence and on his wrist, he had a bracelet with the
writing; | LOVE KENYA. Damn! He must have been a
patriot to a country that did not seem to realize that, or if
she did, she never cared.

“I promise, Fenuku.”

She snapped before leaning towards him so that she got
everything he was to say. He began the narration with a
smile, broad enough to portray his nicely arranged white
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teeth, and lips thick enough to be noticed by anyone who

cared to.
“What a remarkable blend!”” She thought silently.

“I must have turned in bed or something.” He began, in a

low torn that was close to a whisper.

“I must have given a sign that [ wasn’t asleep. My instinct
told me that | wasn’t alone in that room. On reflex, I
checked the time and it was the infamous three am. |
remember having heard the rain, such a heavy downpour,
typical of the Western part of Kenya. Usually, | hear the
rain. I’'m never the kind that wakes up in the morning and
notice that it had rained. But the feeling of an extra
presence couldn’t leave me. I thought of switching on the
light, but a strong force held my hand. It wasn’t a person’s
hand, but some indescribable force that left me frozen like
some ice in my bed. I laid there still. I could hear my heart
beat at the fastest speed ever, but | was not in a position to
do anything. I was numb. In that deep scary silence, | heard
someone’s footsteps. In my state of mind, I could not

comprehend whether they were entering or leaving my
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room. Again, I didn’t stir, I didn’t move. I waited for the
person to do what he was to do. Silently, I called on God.
That was a quite extra ordinary move because, ordinarily,
| am not a very prayerful person. A deep voice called on
my father’s name. I waited for my dad’s voice in response,

I heard none.”

He paused. Maybe to give Tabby an opportunity to ask a
question or comment, but instead, she stretched her right
hand, wanted to place it on his right thigh, but opted for the

neck, and said nothing.

“This is where he sleeps.” Fenuku proceeded, in a voice

that sounded weak, compared to what he had started with.

“Another voice shouted, then bang!” The door to his
bedroom flew open. The thugs got in, and | knew at a
glance, they were going to do something nasty. | wondered
how it would feel like when the panga, axe or whatever
weapon they carried slashed through my skin and cut deep
into my bones. | froze, then, | overheard the following

conversation.
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“Your name?” He did not respond.
“We have papers that your name is Obbu. Right?”

“So why ask me if you already know me?”

"7

“What? Do you know why we are here? You are rude
“Who are you? Tell us!” Another voice commanded.
“Obbu.” He responded in a frail voice.

“Where were you born?” another voice asked lazily.
“Ghana.” He mumbled.

“And what business do you have with the Kenyan election?

Who employed you?”

Almost immediately, | heard my father pleading for his
life. I heard him begging that he should be spared. | heard
him cry out loudly, then, paaaaaaaa! A big slap silenced
him. Still, | was unable to move. His name, OBBU, was the
reason he died. People had to be killed because of their
roots. People had to be killed because of their nationality,

culture, religion and political standing”
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Tears started streaming down his eyes. He closed them.
Tabby stared at them so closely; he had very long dark
eyebrows. The kind that women buy to add on theirs, but
his were natural. She extended her hand from his neck, into
his left-hand side pocket and removed a well, folded,
extremely clean white handkerchief. She wanted to give it
to him but found herself wiping his tears, gently. He did no
resist. He wore an expressionless face as she did that, with
gently tears dancing in Tabby’s eyes as well. He looked at
Tabby, smiled, held her hand and said, thank you. He was
such a strong man, and romantic, she thought, but cursed
herself for thinking that way at the weirdest time.

“I am so sorry Fenuku.” Tabby said, reassuringly, to make

it clear that she perfectly understood how he felt.
“It’s okay, thank you Tabby.”

He responded, with his eyes staring deeply in Tabby’s, and
with his usual broad smile. This time, it was even broader.
For a moment, they sat, quietly, listening to the deep
silence, filled with the planes motion sound. Tabby wanted

to know what eventually had happened to his father, but
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she did not ask, because she didn’t know how to, and she
also didn’t have the courage to. He must have read her

mind.
“Can I proceed?” He asked, turning to her.

“On one condition though.” Tabby said, trying to slightly
look away, afraid of the pain that was deeply written on his

face.

“Which condition?”” Reading her gestures, he laughed, an

over hearty-guffaw, in an attempt to conceal his pain.

“That you do not get emotional.” Tabby mumbled in

response.

“I will never be able to tell this without getting emotional,
but I have a feeling that sharing is part of healing. As they
say, time heels bad experiences, ’'m only trusting in it that

someday, [ will wake up with none of them bad memories.”

He glanced at Tabby and she looked away, as if the
confidence in his face did not matter. Still looking away,
she nodded. Tabby had not realized that she was still
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holding his hand until when she had a feeling of the eye
ache that needed some sought of scrubbing. She let go off
his hand, and this time, looked at him, that kind of look that
suggested that he can proceed with whatever he was

saying.
“When they left,”
He continued.

“I heard them drive off. I peeped through the window,
hoping to see God knows what, but I did not see anything.
| switched on the light in my bedroom and immediately,
my mom got in, looking irritated and greatly disturbed. She
asked me if | was safe, | responded in affirmative. | asked
her the same question, to which she nodded in response.
She looked weak. Her thin lips, looked dry, her eyes were
teary. Her head did not have scuff as it were her norm
before she slept and | also noted that she was not in her
night gown. | sat next to her, my hands held between my
thighs. We sat for close to one hour, without saying a word
to each other, hoping that morning comes. We eventually

heard birds sing from a distance, that was when she told me
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that we needed to go to the police station and report what

had happened.”

“I am following.” Tabby said, almost in a whisper. He did
not acknowledge her response, instead, he continued
speaking.

“From the look at the closed gates, zero movements and
activities, we must have been the very first people to report
an incident that morning. As the norm, the police reacted
very casually, like the report of an abducted person was a
norm. Imagine that Tabby.”

“Oh noo, I feel you.” Tabby said.

“We expected the police surprised, we wanted them to call
each other and report what had happened. However, that
was not the case. The corporal who was attached to our
case was a lady. Initially we were happy, thinking that
naturally, ladies were empathetic and motherly and as such,
the exercise of getting justice for what had happened was
going to be swift. However, all those were our thoughtless,
hegemonic imaginations. She turned out to be the most
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unruly and warned us against calling her, promising to call

us if she had any reason to.”

Fenuku dropped his head and supported it with his two
hands. Evidently, he had again gotten emotional and was
trying to fight his tears.

“Oh my goodness!” Tabby exclaimed. She wanted to say
something. However, Fenuku, in his sorry state, did not

allow her. He continued speaking.

“Three days after we had filed a report of what had
happened, the following morning, | saw this post on

Facebook that kept me worried.”

Fenuku scrolled through his Facebook wall and showed
Tabby a message that read:

‘A MAN KILLED IN COLD BLOOD, AS DETECTIVES
LAUCH MANHUNT FOR HIS KILLERS’

Detectives based in Nairobi, Karura area are hunting down
suspects who killed a man aged between 45-50 years, in
cold blood last night before escaping with his mobile phone
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and other valuables. Neighbors who responded to the
wails of the man found him soaked in a pool of blood, with
deep cuts on the left collar bone, chest and the left wrist.
His right wrist was completely chopped off and was
missing. Meanwhile, the suspects sneaked away before
responders pounced on them. The dead body was found
lying naked, with a blue shirt, black official trouser and
brown leather shoes beside it. Police have intensified
search for the Killers, as probe continues to establish the
motive behind the deadly attack. Should you have
information that may assist in the arrest of these suspects,
call our toll-free headline 0800 722 203.”

“Tabby, the same morning, we heard over the news that a
body of a man had been found in Karura forest and had
been taken to Nairobi’s hospital morgue. If there were
people looking for their loved one, they should check with
the hospital immediately. The description of the body
matched my dad’s. With that kind of news, we were
supposed to cry, but we did not. We didn’t have the
strength to. My mother took a piece of cloth, tied it tightly

around her waist and asked me to follow her. | followed
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without questioning, till when | realized we were still
trekking but had passed the bus stop where we were
supposed to board a vehicle from. At the mention, she was
shocked; it had gotten out of her head. Her mind was at the

morgue.

We were at Nairobi hospital in a few minutes and just like
we had expected, our dad’s body was laying there, cold,
with the tag ‘UNKNOWN’ on his left leg, with multiple
cuts on his nude body, a sign that he had been badly
tortured, his limbs mutilated, before he was killed. The
following morning, it was all over the news that Obbu, the
ICT chairperson of the electoral body in Kenya, had been
found murdered by unknown people and that the
government was doing everything in their effort to bring
the perpetrators of the heinous act to book.” He mumbled.

A flight arrival message was announced:

“Ladies and gentlemen, Welcome to Kotoka international
airport. For your safety and comfort, please remain seated
with your seatbelts fastened until the captain turns off the

fasten Seat Belt sign. This will indicate that we have
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packed at the gate and that it is safe for you to move out.
Please check around your seats for any personal belongings
you may have brought on board with you and please use
caution when opening the overhead bins, as heavy luggage
have shifted around during the flight. If you require
deplaning assistance, please remain in your seats until all
other passengers have deplaned. One of our crew members
will then be pleased to assist you. On behalf of Kenya
Airways Airline and the entire crew, I’d like to thank you
for joining us on this trip and we are looking forward to
seeing you on board again in the near future. Enjoy your

stay in Ghana.”

At this announcement from the flight attendant, it dawned
on them that they had arrived, yet they still had a lot to talk

about.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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GHANA - LEFT TO TELL

The trip had been shorter than expected. Tabby’s
acquaintance, Fenuku, had to leave, yet she still had a lot
of questions that needed answers. Time wasn’t for them
anymore. He asked Tabby if she needed some help before
he left. Tabby assured him that she will be okay. She had
booked herself in Congress Hotel, a few kilometers from
Kotoka International Airport, and she was sure a taxi will
help her get there. If anything, Fenuku was still a stranger
who had become an acquaintance in the few hours they had
travelled together, and they all needed to settle first, since

they all were visitors in this beautiful country.

Tabby gave him her address, her Facebook and twitter

accounts’ names for catching up, since she wasn’t in
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possession of a local phone number. Fenuku gave her his
address and promised to get back to her as soon as possible.
He did not hug her, neither did he look like he needed a
goodbye hug. He picked his bag, focused towards the door,
while at the door, he turned towards Tabby, and his eyes
met hers directly. As usual, he smiled and waved her

goodbye.

As Tabby waited for assistance from a cabin crew, she sat
there quietly, thinking about how men hid deep pain behind
their beautiful smiles. She also had questions about what
had happened to Fenuku’s mother, because he had
travelled alone back to Ghana, yet he’d only narrated what
had happened to his father. She realized she also wanted to
know where and how his father had been buried. She
remembered there was a lot about herself that she wanted
him to know too. Tabby tended to trust him, but again, she
kind of doubted her trust since naturally on the basis that,
women tend to trust quickly, especially when driven by
emotions. In a flash, these reminded her of one of her
mother’s numerous pieces of advice, cautioning her against

trusting strangers, regardless of how good the appeared.
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Despite all these doubts, she promised herself that she will

look for Fenuku, once she had settled.

Ghana was extremely hot. As Tabby checked out of the
airport, she noticed that unlike the Kenyan Airports, the
airport attendants here were whites and tended to serve the
whites before serving Africans, a gesture she disliked but

said nothing about it.

At the arrivals, even before Tabby dropped a mail to
Congress hotel to notify them of her arrival, they had
already sent a hotel van to pick her up. The van’s driver
stood with a placard with her name, clearly scripted on it
in bold capital letters. Tabby greeted him and introduced
herself, the typical short introductions people make to
strangers. She however noticed that the driver carried some
air of humility that was rare with Kenyan taxi drivers. As
they drove along, they talked about Kenya and Ghana at
intervals. Without realizing, they arrived at the hotel.
Tabby checked in, took a shower, lay on the nicely made
bed, and as she relaxed. In a flashback, she allowed her

thoughts to take her wherever they wanted to. She noticed
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the room was spacious, three sides painted in different
shades of purple and one side, directly opposite the bed had
a mirror that reflected everything that happened when one
was on bed. On the left side of the bed lay a mahogany table
with a bouquet of different shades of flowers that would
immediately catch one’s eye. The table too had a phone and
the hotels password written on a printing paper and nicely
laminated. The bed was nicely spread in white bed sheets.
Quickly she wondered why the owner of the hotel decided
people must have full view of themselves while making
love. She wasn’t sure it was a good idea, but at that
particular moment, it was the least of her concerns. Her
body was in Accra but her emotions and mind rushed back

to Kenya.

In a flashback, Tabby remembered that the forces of evil
that gave birth to violence that set her beloved country
awash in a pool of blood were hidden from her family. This
was basically because her parents were the type that would
smell danger and do whatever it took to protect their family
against any harm. This observation came as a result of the

narratives Papa used to tell them when they were growing
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up. He was not the type to blow his chances. He would
fight and protect what rightfully belonged to him and what

he thought was good for him.

Before he got married, his meeting with Mama must have
been a chance encounter. From his account, he met Mama
one Sunday afternoon, sitted on a bench in a local hospital,
waiting for the doctor’s service. A glance at her aroused
love feelings he had never experienced before. However,
the baby Mama was carrying confused him. She looked
young; he wondered if she was really married. He promised
himself that he was going to greet her, even though it meant
breeching of etiquette. He moved closer, extended his hand
for greetings, but Mama did not bring her hand. Instead,
she responded to the greetings in a way that indicated that
she had been cheesed off. Papa backed down, left her but
promised himself to find her details from the hospital’s

reception desk.

As it were, at the hospital, one is given a book to record
their details before assistance. It was a golden opportunity

for Papa because he was to write his details immediately
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after Mama. He was smart enough to take her number.
After a hearty laughter, he told them that he was an ardent
believer of the fact that when a man wanted a woman, he
needed not to ask her when she was free so that she paid
him a visit. To him, that was never a suggestion for a date
and it was not even a pick-up line but a put off. He also
told them that he believed asking a lady to come to his
house made him come out as a sex pet, the lady felt
disrespected and taken for granted. His adamant belief was
that if he wanted to connect with a lady and come out as a
gentleman and a suitor, he was to invite her for coffee or
lunch at a restaurant, which according to him, had two
advantages: showing her your generosity by buying her
food and it also gave the lady security because she’s
meeting in a secure place. That’s exactly how he treated

Mama.

From the narration, Mama had honored the first invitation
for a date. Sitting next to Papa as he shared the beautiful
story, her face shown with elegance, her beautiful smile

broadening at every word Papa would say. Occasionally,
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she would look at him straight in the face, hold his hand

tightly and ask him why he was telling us that.

Through Papa’s narration, it was in black and white that
Mama had played so hard to get, pressuring them to ask
what Papa did that eventually softened her hard stance. He
must have been waiting for this question without saying it.
Why? At the mention of the question, he laughed, his usual
lengthy hearty laughter, held Mama’s right hand and told
them that there was a day he had convinced her to visit after
a three months chase. On that memorable afternoon, Mama
had come, wearing her black long skirt and a full sleeved
white shirt, because she was visiting her boyfriend’s home
and those days, that manner of dressing dictated whether
you were to be a good wife for someone or not. To the
dictates of the society, the more you covered up your body,
the more respect you earned. On arrival, Papa received her,
took her to his house. Everything happened so quickly and
in a span of thirty minutes, mama had gone back to her

village.
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She however came back two months later, claiming that
she was pregnant, and that is how they started living as a
couple. They had been happy, for 20 plus good years,
without interruption from other women or in case they

were in the equation, Mama never got to know about them.

**k*

Typical of African men, they are never devoid of drama.
Many women have been in a situation where they are more
than friends with a man but they are not sure if they are
lovers. They have such a wonderful chemistry; they talk
constantly until they edge past normal friendship. Now
they can’t go without talking or seeing each other for a long
time. The man is becoming a very important person in their
lives and it gives them both joy and anxiety: anxiety
because they don’t know where this is going to and how it

will end.

Subconsciously, both the men and women know that the
undefined emotional attachment does hurt in the end and
that the more they allow someone into their hearts, the

more it will pain when they pull out.
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Mama had learnt of papa’s clandestine affair when he had
tried to pull out of a relationship he had with a woman. A
relationship, whose objectives had not been clearly
defined. That’s when all hell broke loose. The other woman
had come home claiming that Papa had been playing with
her feelings and he had tortured her emotionally. He had
been seeing her for the last 7 years and as such, wasted her
time. She claimed that since she was 37, was not going to
be easy for her to meet another man who was willing to

marry her. She demanded to be married to Papa.

Mama had never been shocked like she was that particular
morning. However, her level of emotional maturity and her
nature of guarding her public image, for whichever amount
it cost, would not allow her be party of the drama. Tabby
had never seen Mama cry for the years she had known her.
Usually, she had been this quiet nice woman. It was
impossible to tell when she was annoyed or out of weather
because her mood was always constant, with a beautiful,

silky face. That morning, she dropped a tear.
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Devoid of drama, she got into the house, sat quietly on the
hand of her blue sofa and supported her chin with her left
hand, but still, she said nothing. Papa had managed to
control the situation and the rest is history. However, it is
imperative to note that as at 2007 when Kenya was
plunging into turmoil, Mama had never seen Papa with that
woman, who had demanded to be married as a second wife.
Again, Papa had protected Mama and the overall image of

his family.

As papa always said, one can either end up with who you
prayed for or who you settle for. Just like it is when we
search for everything else in life, one can give up on
searching and settle for whatever is available at that point
or persist until you meet your perfect wish. Settlers and
compromisers justify their choices by saying such things as
‘no marriage is perfect’” or that ‘all people have
weaknesses. These are merely escapism and cover up
statements. Papa was neither an escapist nor a person who
settled for less. As such, he had chased what he wanted; he
had gotten a woman of his choice in Mama and would not

use anything to justify his ill behavior of a clandestine
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relationship. He had apologized to Mama; she had forgiven

him.

On the fateful night that Mama and Tabby’s sisters had
been killed, she had narrated to them the marriage
experience story, mentioning that even at a gun point; Papa
will always stick by her beside any other person. They had
also talked about Tabby’s education, her sisters and how
they were to surprise their dad, for the very first time, with
a birthday party, when he came back from his business trip.
The night that was to be merry turned out to be so fateful.
To date, Tabby still wonders whether their plans were just

pointers to their unpredictable plight.

While still laying on the posh bed in her room in Ghana,
Tabby thought that there’s danger in waiting to see how red
the flags can get. People need to act with speed at the notice
of unusual happenings instead of devising strategies to
gather information, verify the matter at hand and bury their
head in the sand. On the night of the massacre, Papa was
out on a business trip when Mama caught wind from some

of her church members that there were plans to attack her
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family because leaf lets had been thrown in some village
reminding them to vacate. As usual, Mama prayed against
any forces of darkness that would attack her children and
her husband. She asked the almighty God to protect them
with the blood of His son Jesus Christ. She also asked God
to send his mighty angels to cover Papa wherever he was.
Not forgetting, she asked God to guard her house with a
hedge of fire so that any person who dared visit would see
eternal fire and not her house. In unison, the children
backed up every statement she said with a ‘yes Lord” and
when she said the famous ‘in Jesus’ name | pray, they all
shouted an amen. After that prayer, they believed that all
was perfectly well. Mama and Tabby’s sisters had been
killed that particular night, but Tabby remembered how
Mama had always reminded them never to blame or
question God, and that everything that happens to a
believer happens with a divine reason from God. She wept

but did not question God.

A week before Tabby travelled to Ghana, they had heard
of rumors that Papa had to be assassinated, even after

losing his entire family. The incident was still fresh on their
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minds and as such, Papa was not going to take chances. He
immediately planned for his relocation from Kenya to the
US and since Tabby did not have ready travel documents
required for her to go with him to the US, he had called his
professor friend and enrolled her at the University of Legon
Ghana, for a PhD in comparative literature, as per what she
had always hoped for. Papa left the country the following
day very early morning for the United States of America.
That was immediately after he had seen Tabby off to
Ghana.

Yes, they were running away for their safety, although
fleeing was alienating them from the country they had
loved the most, the country they would have chosen over
any other, their mother land. They did not have an option

but to leave.
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CHAPTER FIVE

HAUNTED

Tabby had been in Ghana for some good time, from the 3rd
of August the year 2007. However, her spirit and soul were
in her beloved country. Yes, she had met her lecturers and
they knew they were to start attending to her with
immediate effect, for she was the only student they were to
attend to in that particular course. Tabby was determined
to complete her studies, so that she was not to disappoint
Papa. Papa had wished to sell his car and part of his land
before they relocated, but in the essence of time, he did not
manage to. So he left every property under his name with
his grandparents, who were too old to even take care of
anything.
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On the Monday of September 3rd, the year 2007, Tabby
woke up to the alarming news through a phone call that
their house had been torched and their property worth
thousands of shillings stolen. She remembered how Papa
had called her very early in the morning, with his voice
trembling. He was trying to act strong but evidently, his
strength failed him. For once, like Mama would have said,
he asked her to relax and leave everything to God. The
news disoriented Tabby emotionally and she was not able
to go to class. She wanted to vent, she wanted someone to
talk to, and she wanted to cry. But there she was, a stranger
in a foreign land. On opening her Facebook account, she

came across the following on a digital news page.

“THEFT SUSPECTS SUFFER CRITICAL INJURIES AS
THEY TRIED TO ESCAPE AFTER BEING BUSTED.

Four men, who vandalized and burnt the house of Jack, a
prominent business who relocated for the US, suffered life
threatening injuries as they tried to escape after being
busted. The thugs, who have been admitted in a local

hospital in critical conditions, also suffered serious head
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injuries after jumping over the perimeter wall around the
house but fell on a heap of construction stones covered by
a thick vegetation of stinging nettle. One resident, in show
of humanity, came to the aid of the suspects, when cases of
lynching the suspects are on rise, by taking them to
hospital. Although one of them confessed that they had
been sent to do that by a prominent politician, they will be

arraigned in court once they recover.”
“Arraigned? “Tabby thought.

It was not going to happen, considering the wrought in the
justice system, the police whom suspects will be entrusted
with will take bribes from the suspects’ families and set
them free. If by good luck they get to the court, the judges,
just like police, will take bribe and set them free. In their
country, justice is only served to the rich. The noise of
justice was nauseating. She shut down her laptop. She did
not want to hear anymore of justice madness. She wanted
to do something that will get her head over what she had

just read.
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Tabby remembered Fenuku. She had not looked for him
from the time they walked their separate ways from the
airport. Neither had he looked for her. She tried to call him
but her voice was eclipsed in immense fear. She couldn’t
talk. She let tears flow freely down her cheeks. But then
again, what did she expect? She thought. She did not have
an immediate answer to that question. She sent her
lecturers an email that morning; cancelling the classes she
was to have that day, with a false reason that she was
unwell. She lay in her bed helpless and lonely, her lips so
dry and her throat felt sour. Her phone rung. At a glance, it

was Fenuku.

They talked for a while, about nothing in particular, but he
promised to come over in an hour’s time, when he noted
that she was weak and frightened. As psychologists would
say, that was telepathy at work. She thought. As Tabby lay
on her bed with the fear of the unknown, she opened her
Facebook account, and saw a reporter streaming live news
from Kenya, saying that protests and political tension had
resurfaced and escalated in parts of Western Kenya and

Nairobi on September 3rd,the year 2007, following
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allegations from the presidential aspirant that the electoral
commission’s system had been hacked and polling results
manipulated in favor of Uhuru Kenyatta, a presidential
candidate, and that the protests intensified when the

electoral commission declared him a winner.

The reporter further said that in most parts of Western
Kenya, the police fired tear gas canisters and water cannons
to disperse protestors, who threw stones and other crude
objects at police. Protestors also blocked the roads with
stones, burnt tires and lit fires on the road. Tabby noted that
her town was the most targeted and this left her in tears.
She was away from her country but directly affected
emotionally from the happenings of the time. She does not
remember when exactly her attention was taken away from
this threatening news and slept. While sleeping, she had a

dream.

In the dream, she had received a letter from her mother.
When this unknown person dropped the letter at her door
step, she was in the company of Fenuku. She started

shivering and the letter was quivering in her hands. She did
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not want to open it in the presence of Fenuku because she
did not have a clue what the letter was about. She had never
before received a letter from her mother. She wanted to be
left alone. Fenuku must have read her mind and excused
himself. When he left, Tabby kissed the letter, and then
intently guessed at the address, the small sloping
handwriting, so dear and familiar, of a mother who had
once taught her how to read and write.

She did not open it immediately, she seemed afraid of

something. At last she did. It was a very short letter,
“My dear daughter,” wrote her mother.

“It has been a while since I left. We have not talked for a
while for where we live there is no internet completely and
as your mother, this distresses me so much. The reason |
have decided to write you a letter. I have not forgotten you.
| am now sure that you understand my inevitable silence. It
is so bad to be worlds apart from the people you treasure,
but | know Tabby, that you know how much I love you my

daughter. | care so much about you.
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As you plan for your wedding with the man you are
currently dating, you have my blessings. | know I will not
be physically present because of the proximity between us
but you have my full support. The two of you are going to
be happy together. I just want to assure you this. May God

keep you safe for Kenya’s sake.
Your loving mom.

Planning for a wedding? For Kenya’s sake? The words
stuck Tabby’s thoughts. As she lay on the bed helplessly,
staring up at the ceiling, she felt frustrations lodge in her so
deeply that she could not think straight. She had always felt
lonely and frustrated- or at least she had felt it for as long
as she could remember, but never as sharply as now. She
was stuck here in a new country, with o friends and nothing
to do, apart from her studies. Well, Mama, | know you love
me. She thought. But why would you send me dreams that
I can’t comprehend? Tabby was still lost in a pool of
thoughts when Fenuku called. She knew he had arrived, but
her legs could not carry her to the gate, to receive him. She

tried to stand up but her energy failed her. Her mind was in
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a mess; she didn’t know what to do or say. Luckily, Fenuku
found his way to her room. He knocked at the door. Tabby

did not respond.
“Am I expecting any guest? Tabby, think! Think!

As Tabby was still in this state of confusion with, her
memory still failing her, Fenuku stormed into the room. He
looked at her, must have been frightened by her state, but
chose not to say it. Instead, he moved closer to her, took
her fragile body into his, allowed her head to lie gently on
his broad shoulder. Tabby had wanted that genuine
embrace because notably, she slowly started to relax. He
whispered in her ears that all was gonna be well, as he ran
his fingers gently, on Tabby’s back in a repetitive motion.
She allowed her body to enjoy the moment as she listened
to the sweet silence between them.

After some ten minutes of sweet passionate embrace,
Fenuku helped Tabby sit down gently, then he sat his
strong tall body next to hers, all this time without saying a
word. He fitted the fingers of his left hand into her right

hand’s and looked at her straight in the eyes. For a moment
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she blushed and looked down, but caught up with the eye

contact a few minutes later.
“Tabby.” He called.
“Yes Fenuku. She responded.

“I totally understand your deep pain and fear. You don’t
have to explain a thing to me because | am in picture of
what is happening around us, however, if you asked me, |
will advise that you brace up for tough times ahead. The
other day, | heard confirmed news from Kenya that a whole
congregation had been burnt from a church, children and
mothers included, it was a sad affair. A very sad affair. Last
night, an acquaintance of mine from Ghana, called me
asking if | was safe. He did not know that | had left Kenya
and he had been informed that where | lived, police had
carried out house to house operations and they had asked
of any man in the house and beat or shot them. It had been
confirmed by human rights watch that at least ten people,
including a six months old baby had been short in Kisumu
alone. In neighboring Siaya county, police fatally short a

protestor and beat a seventeen-year-old boy to death in the
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outskirts of Ugunja, as they pursued crowds of unarmed

protestors into the villages.”

As he narrated this, his voice was almost shaky, an
indicator that he was in deep pain. But he chose to remain
strong for Tabby. She let go off his hand, and reached for
her handkerchief. She wanted to wipe off the tears that
were gracefully dancing in the corners of his eyes, but he

quickly snatched it from me and wiped himself instead.
“So, what do we do now? How do we help?’ Tabby asked.

“In our capacity, there’s nothing we can do. Raila had bent
his supporters’ ears, but they had a belligerent attitude. We
only need God’s intervention. Why am | saying this?
Residents of Nyalenda, Nyamasaria, Arina, Kondele and
Manyatta, neighboring Kisumu town, told human rights
watch that during this house-to-house operations, police
officers broke down doors, beat residents, stole money,
phones and television sets, and sexually harassed women.
Many town residents fled in nearby schools for a night,
only to return to find their possessions looted, presumably

by the police. The most unfortunate part of it is that the
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acting cabinet secretary for interior and coordination of
national government, Dr, Fred Matiang’i, denied that
police used live bullets or force against protestors and

blamed criminals for looting”

Tabby was lost of words at the thought of a government
that was to protect its people, fighting them. In ordinary
time, she thought, she would have found strength to talk
rationally to Fenuku. To say some of the things that had
long been unspoken. And Fenuku would have told her how
sorry he was for making her feel that way. However, that
time, Tabby was so helpless considering that after the death
of her mom and siblings. The only person she was to
embrace was Fenuku, because they had a lot in common:
how undone they’d been after their parents’ death, how
they had been slapped upon the face by life and generally
how they were all struggling to move away from the pain.
All this filled her head. Fenuku wanted to hear what she
was to say, but again, she didn’t say anything. She also did
not cry like she usually did when her head was so full with
unresolved issues. Instead, she stared at him, he looked at

her, their eyes locked, again, she did not blink.
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She diverted her attention to the happenings of the time in
her beloved country Kenya and asked Fenuku if he was
comfortable telling her where his father’s body had been
taken by the government. He out rightly told her that he
was not ready to fight with the government over a dead
body that he did not have the ability to ferry back to Ghana.
He suggested that they could eat it if they wanted to. He
was informed that her mother was buried by unknown
people in Lang’ata cemetery as an unidentified person,
although he wasn’t sure of the authenticity of those
allegations. Fenuku was slowly but surely accepting the
fate that befell him. As he narrated his bleeding-heart man

story, he did not cry.

Tabby wanted to be like him. She wanted a heart strong
enough to talk about her painful past without crying. She
wanted the confidence she initially had in herself about
overcoming every trouble and tribulations with her head
held high, she wanted her old self, her spirit was willing,
but her body failed her. She lay in her bed, imagining the
worst, for a few minutes, then gave up the struggle and got

out of bed. She washed face for another time and wrapped
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a scarf around her butchered hair as she moved to her tiny
kitchen.

Fenuku sat on a small stool beside the tiny kitchen table, a
candle lit beside him, for there was an electricity fault. In
the ring of the candle light that separated Fenuku from the
rest of the dark room, he realized Tabby looked pale and
sickly. She obviously had a lot on her mind and maybe

hadn’t been sleeping well.

Tabby wanted to daydream, pretend that her world was
upright, instead of fallen on its side: that she was in Kenya,
that she was making dinner for her family, that she was to
go swimming with her friend Flav and later that evening
have wine together. That Mama would insist on her praying
the last prayer of the day before they sleep, that Papa would
scold her sister Euny for whatever reason... It was all but a
fantasy. She submitted to defeat, moved close to Fenuku,
threw her right hand across his left shoulder lazily, looked

at him but didn’t say a word.
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CHAPTER SIX
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PASSION IN SORROW

One event had led to another. Without knowing it, Fenuku
had spent his maiden night with Tabby. She couldn’t tell
whether Fenuku’s very early morning departure from her
house had been driven by guilt or self-judgment, but that
seemed the least of her concerns at that particular moment.
All she was sure about was that his company that night had
come at a point when she needed someone very much. She
came to think of it and acknowledged that theirs was a

divine meeting and not a chance meeting.

Tabby then diverted her attention to what had transpired
the previous evening. Fenuku had informed her that he had
been betrayed by his ex-girlfriend. He had learnt that she

had been married to someone else. He narrated how rough

86



he’s hard it out there trying to make his woman
comfortable, only to learn that he had been taking care of
his girlfriend’s man. Fenuku had learnt of this when he
visited her unannounced, only to find his girlfriend,
famously known as Pritty, sitting with a man on the couch.
Pritty was holding the man’s arm and seemed intimate with
him. Fenuku started crying when he said the word intimate.
Tabby held him so tightly for a moment but deep inside she
wanted to know exactly how he behaved over what had
happened when he found the woman of his youth with a

different man.

“I am so sorry about this, Fenuku.” Tabby intoned amidst
the loudest silence between them. Something seemed to
have exploded in Fenuku’s head. The pain he was going

through was so terrible that he could barely breathe.

“I am here for you Fenuku. Please calm down. Anything
for you, my gent.” Tabby said this while assuring herself
that she will take advantage of his low moment by ensuring
that she got what she wanted: his love. After all, men tend

to be the weakest creatures even though societies have
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made the world believe the contrary. He must have found
solace in those words because slowly, he started gaining

energy, although he was slightly slack jawed.

At that point, he slowly withdrew from Tabby’s embrace,
stepped back and sat on the bed.

“Tabby, 1 have learnt one thing about the modern-day
woman.” He said, softly. They are very different from the
women in the days of our mothers. Most of them cheat in
their relationships and marriages. It is so hard to find a
loyal woman, who will love you for better or for worse, for
who you are. If it is not your money, they are eying, it is
your property. When you have lost everything like | have
right now, they will all turn against you. The modern-day
woman doesn’t understand the language of true love. They

only understand the language of money and property.”

“Can I be your woman for today only, Fe? Please say yes.”
He opened his mouth as if to say a word but he did not
speak. “Look at me Fe.” He took a little more time before
he raised his jaw bone and looked at Tabby, maybe because

he hadn’t had a courageous woman to tell him what they
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felt or he was a strong believer in the man must be the one

who chases narrative. “Come close”, Tabby gestured.

He must have softened at that tender affection and moved
close to Tabby. She held his head with her left hand and
tilted it just a little so that his lips were so close to hers. She
noted that his eyes were closed and he had given into her
dictates. She first pecked him on the cheek, and moved her
lips slowly toward his. It was all she wanted, and she
thought, him too. She took his right-hand fingers into her
left hand’s. He did not resist. She smiled. She once again
looked at him to see if he was following closely what was
happening, his eyes were closed. That, to Tabby, signified
that he was into the game. She caressed his back gently
with her right hand while the left still embraced him. He

reciprocated. She smiled.

“Fenuku, [ know it looks odd, maybe it has never happened
to you that a woman initiated a love affair, but | am tired of

hiding what I truly feel about you. Fenuku I love you.””

Tabby used that golden opportunity to pass the message

home and how he was to react to that was the least of her
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concerns. He slowly opened his eyes to look at her, for

reasons she did not understand.
“I love you.”

Tabby said again, this time looking straight into his eyes as
if his response was gonna come from them. Fenuku, once
again, moved so close to her like a helpless little baby
without saying a word. Tabby knew zero distance between
them was message enough but she wanted him to confess

his love for her with his mouth.

“Fe, look, I am not like those modern women you have
been talking about. | was raised properly with Papa and

Mama. Please, don’t say it is not possible.”

“I love you too Tabby. I love you so much. I took some
little time to comprehend what you were telling me because
it had never happened to me that a woman initiates a love
relationship. Tabby, you are the first woman that has done
this to me. And you know what? | believe you. | also
understand that you have gone through a lot emotionally
and | did know how you were going to look at me
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supposing I brought up the subject of love. | did not know
how strong you were to handle love. | love you Tabby. |

love you even more.”

He said the last love with his lips on mine. Tabby noted his
manhood was becoming hard as he slowly groaned,

yearning for ecstasy as his pure face looked radiant.

“I want you Tabby.’” He eventually said what she wanted

to hear.

“I am here, just for you. Can you for a while forget about

everything else and focus on me?”
“Come.”

He opened his wide arms. Tabby sunk in them like a little
girl. It felt nice. It was the shortest night in the history of
her life. She wanted several other nights of the kind.
However, it looked like it was just that particular night.
When morning came, he hugged her tenderly, kissed her
on the forehead and bid her goodbye, promising to keep in

touch.
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Immediately he left, Tabby remembered her friend Flav
and the advice she gave her when she opened up to her and
shared how she felt about Fenuku. Flav told her that she
only required confidence to achieve her dreams. She
assured her that confidence had no competition, it was an
inner strength and a settled awareness of a person’s
capabilities irrespective of who they were in terms of
gender and social standing. This came to pass in Tabby’s
life because in a society that perceived romantic love
relationships as a man’s project, she subverted that belief
by seducing Fenuku. Sure enough, as Flav’s advice, this
confidence worked for her. A man she truly loved accepted
her proposal. She was over the moon. To this effect, she
decided to write her friend Flav an email in order to share

what she considered an achievement.

“Dear Bestie, it has been a minute. I hope you are ok. I am
writing concerning the advice you gave me when | told you
that I loved a man who did not seem to reciprocate the love.
Remember the advice you gave me concerning
confidence? Well, I'm glad to testify that it worked. I don’t

know for how long it’s gonna work, but as at now, I’'m a
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very happy girl. You know, initially, | had thought that
maybe [ was an unlovable woman and I wasn’t worth any
serious man’s attention. I was wrong. Following your
advice, I realized that there’s nothing innately wrong with
a woman who goes for a man they love, because men too
are human beings, at time they are eclipsed with fear at the
thought of seducing a beautiful woman. Flav, as | write
this, we already had our first night together. Hope it
materializes into a serious union. I don’t take your ever

timely advice for granted.
Your loving bestie, Tabby.”

After sending the mail, she threw herself on the
comfortable bed in her room, looked around at nothing in
particular, then stood up, made it to the kitchen. She poured
herself a glass of wine, switched on the Bluetooth on her

home theatre and played Judy Boucher’s song, ‘YOU
CAUGHT MY EYE. Every time the song got to the chorus:

‘If it is love my dear,

Welcome to my world,
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And let us share the good times,
Together...”

Its only one world

Let’s share it together,

Coz all my eyes can see

Is you my love...”

She would dance to its tune, while singing along.
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Tabby’s mother land, Kenya, despite its composition of
more than forty ethnic groups, had for a long time been
known for its relative stability, save for what happened
between August 2007 and March 2008. Her beautiful
country had attracted foreigners like Fenuku, because of its
extraordinary breath-taking rift valley and game parks.
Until 2007, August, it had grown into one of Africa’s larger
economies. All these had been taken away by the violence
that left her country inhabitable, sending her to Ghana and
Papa to The United States, for safety. However, they kept
praying and hoping that all these would be short lived.

Tabby had been attending to her lessons for two major

reasons: her busy schedule was to keep her off from what
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was happening in her country and that two, God would give
her the grace to speak to people through books for she had
been told that the only way one could reach the world was
by writing, so she was to devote much of her time into
writing while at the university. The dream of writing was
occasioned by some strong indescribable force of
preaching peace. She had tested the fruits of violence
because her stay in Ghana always reminded her that she
was a victim of violence. The very violence that ripped her
off her mother and her sisters, leaving her a loner, after

Papa had flown for safety in a different continent.

Tabby remembered very well how the tension simmered,
principally, between the largest ethnic groups: the Kikuyus
and the Luos. It was in black and white that the tensions
had been sponsored by the state and others by the private
sector. This was because there seemed to be evidence of
rigging by the sitting government, by the use of
technological advancement. Vindication built up as more
and more signs of manipulation of the votes were
denounced by ODM, the opposition party of the time as

well as the European Union and Commonwealth observers.
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Every time the news of rigging were flaunted on social
media and other media platforms including radios and
televisions, there was massive destruction of property and
revived ethnic tension that had been largely dormant. The
violence had manifested itself in several dynamics,
including the police repression of the ODM, supporters, the
then opposition party and gangs of looters with an arguably
shoot to kill order. There was also a militia action on
political groups; these included the Mungikis, as well as
the Kalenjin and Luo Militia operations of the ad hoc

vigilant groups.

As such, there was great confusion, especially in the
Western part of the country, which was termed as Raila’s
bedroom. Notably, violence was always between the young
men, for which it meant defying the traditional norms of
peace. For this reason, they were responsible for erecting
road blocks and harassing motorists on an unpleasant scale.
Tabby was in Ghana but felt the political heat in her
country. She pitied every vulnerable soul in Kenya and at
some point, she hated and even cursed why she was born a

Kenyan.
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Tabby remembered this day like it was yesterday, she was
watching Adom TV, a Ghanaian popular TV station, when
she saw a headline, ‘PEACE FOR KENYA.’ Yes, she was
in Ghana then but reading anything positive about her
country meant the world to her. She made herself
comfortable on her couch and adjusted the volume of her
small television. She thought she was dreaming because for
some months she had stopped following the political
happenings from Kenya. Not because she was ignorant or
careless but because everything, she happened to see gave
her a migraine and revived bad memories that always sent
her to tears. She had promised herself that she was not
going to get news from her country, which was streamed
through social media platforms. As such, she woke up one
fine morning and un-followed all online channels that
would have kept her updated with Kenyan news like the
NTV page, Citizen TV page, TUKO among others. She
also had stopped talking about her country, for this had

made her emotional.

If Tabby’s memory serves her well, on the 3rd of February,

the year 2018, she was attending to her lessons at Legon
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University, covering her PhD class work, a course known
as Diaspora literature. On this particular day, her lecturer
was talking about the expectations Africans had while
leaving their African countries for diaspora.

“Tabby,” he called her.

“Why do you think Africans always fantasize about their

lives in American countries?”’

“The pastures are always greener in the Western

countries.”
“What if I told you that it is not the case?”

“That must be the case because it explains why most

Africans prefer Western countries.”

“Do you have any relative in the Western countries?’
“Yes, my dad.”

“Where in particular?”

“In the United States of America daktari.”
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“For how long has he been there? And has he shared his

real-life experience?”

Tabby did not want to tell her lecturer that her dad has been
in the US for a few months and that he left the country,
under the circumstances that made her travel to Ghana. All
along, they knew she was in the country because she
wanted to further her studies. The fact that nobody
bothered to know about issues from her country kept her
silent as well. An opportunity had presented itself, that
would have allowed her to share her ugly story with her
lecturer, but she wasn’t sure she was comfortable talking
about her departed mother and sisters. She wasn’t sure she
wanted him to know that she was only but a refugee in
Ghana. She wasn’t sure she was able to talk about the
killings in her own country without shading a tear. She
wanted to speak but her lips were tightly locked up. She

couldn’t utter a single word.
L(.Tabby,,’

“Yes daktari,’
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Are you ok? “

“Yes, | am. | was trying to remember what my dad told me

about the US, but my memory has failed me.” She lied.

He understood or maybe Tabby thought he did, and as
such, he did not ask her more questions. He proceeded with
the introductory details of his course on Diasporic
Literature by indicating that the course was about the
expectations Africans had while leaving their countries for
the Western countries. Most Africans visualized beautiful
lives accompanied by lots of cash making. They left their
countries with a lot of hope, only to find out that the
opposite of their expectations was true. They left their
countries with degrees but would not fit in the job market
in the diaspora. That meant, they were to begin with menial
jobs like feeding the dogs, washing the streets among

others.

At the mention of menial jobs, Tabby remembered that
Papa had not sent her any upkeep money for some time.
She was forced to work in Ghana, as a waitress for two

cedes a month to help her take care of her basic needs.
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That morning Tabby could not complete her lesson. She
visualized Papa washing the toilets and feeding dogs. She
wept. She struggled to hide her tears but the whole process
failed. Life was not easy for Papa as he had thought it
would be. Sigh! This whole episode took her back in time.
Back to when Papa had money. He loved life. He loved

good things that life would offer.

One evening, Tabby heard him knock at her door:
“Tabby.”

“Papa.”

“I was thinking about you. You know, when | treated your
sisters and mom last year with a trip to Ethiopia, you were
not around. | promised myself | would give you a similar
treatment when you are not sitting your exams. Check your
diary and let me know when you have a minute. You also
have to pick on a destination of your choice. You too must
have a flight experience. You are the reason | wake up

every morning to go and look for money, I think I am lucky
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enough because | always have money. Your mother refers

to this luck as ‘God’s blessings’.”

“OMG! Dad! I did not see this coming!” She screamed.
“The pleasure is all mine, Tabby.”

Tabby remembered very well having stood up that evening
and moved so close to Papa. She wasn’t sure why she was
moving closer. Papa was naturally, a very emotionally
sensitive man. He must have read Tabby’s mind that
particular time and in turn, opened his arms widely for an
embrace, when Tabby got close to him. She fell into his
arms, held him tightly and softly as she caressed his back.
He did let go quickly as Tabby had expected. She didn’t let
him go either. A few minutes of sweet affection from a man
who genuinely loved her daughter was more than she had

wanted.
“What a sweet memory!” She thought.

She then let tears flow down her cheeks, wetting the red T-
shirt that she held so dearly, because it had been given to

me by her mom, a night before she was killed. She had told
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her that T-shirts are the best for weekends and always made
a person classy, than the sleeveless tops they liked, which
always left a part of them not properly covered. Tabby did
not anything in negation of her statement, because she
understood pretty better the attachment Mama had about a
woman covering her body properly. The T-shirt was a
souvenir and the very last gift Tabby had received from
Mama.

Well, the sweet memories of the past were an outright
assurance that Papa was struggling financially. He was not
the type to tell them that he did not have money.
Occasionally, they would realize that on the days he kept
the lone company or read books from his study room.

Having un-followed Kenyan media houses gave Tabby
some sense of peace for a while. In as much as she had
sworn never to listen to news about Kenya and from Kenya,
the morning of February 14, the year 2008, the headline,
‘PEACE, KENYA’ on a Ghanaian popular TV station,

caught her eye. For the longest time possible, the two
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words were never used in the same phrase. The reporter

was very eloguent as he said the following words;

“The former UN secretary general, Koffi Annan has agreed
to spearhead the peace talk between the two main political
leaders in Kenya in a bid to end the violence after the
African Union had failed to. The Ghanaian leader and
president of the Union, John Kufur, was trying to
encourage talks between the president, Mwai Kibaki and
his rival opposition leader Raila Odinga. However, his own
effort had made little headway, but he did persuade the two
leaders to work together, under an African panel headed by
Koffi Annan.”

For a moment, Tabby thought she was dreaming. She
pinched herself so hard, the way they used to do while
growing up to ensure that they were not dreaming. she
stood and moved closer to the television as if the initial
proximity was not going allow her get the news in detail.

The reporter proceeded,

“Both sides agreed to put a stop to the blood shed which

has claimed lives since the disputed election results. They
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agreed there should be an end to the violence and also

agreed to dialogue,”
“What!” Tabby exclaimed.

She wanted to scream. She wanted to share with someone
how she felt deep within her: that her country was slowly
but surely picking herself once more from her broken
pieces. She felt extremely happy. She jumped around the
room, talked to herself like some crazy woman she knew
in her neighborhood. She felt mad; bewitched by the
immense joy she felt within her. In that mood, she grabbed
her phone from the small table and almost dialed Fenuku’s
number. Then, she remembered he was missing in action
from the time he left her house after a one-night stand. With
the memory of that, she was hurt. In between the hurt, she
heard, what Mama would have said to her:

“Tabby, a woman deserves a man who would love her for
who she is. A man who will go chasing after her, not the
other way round. God created a man from clay and a
woman from his rib. This narrative translates to the fact that

a woman is just but a little section of a man. As such, a
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woman in part is a helper of what has been started, not an
initiator of things. If you go chasing after a man, you will
break up emotionally. Stop stumbling over things that are
behind you. You should select your mood and your
thoughts the same way you select your clothes because
your thoughts and mood cover your day the same way
clothes cover your body and dictate how you appear on that
day. Thinking about a man who stopped thinking about you
means you are picking a wrong mood for the day and you

will be the one to suffer.”

At the thought of what Mama would have said, Tabby
made up her mind never to call Fenuku. She threw her
phone on her little bed when she heard the vibration.
However, she couldn’t explain why she thought it was
Fenuku calling, her heart leapt with joy at the mere thought
and she grabbed the phone. It was Papa calling. She cursed
herself for breaking the promise she had made to herself:
the promise of not thinking about Fenuku, although she did
want to accept that she loved Fenuku, it was a fact of life:
she did.
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Tabby cursed herself for the reason that she hadn’t thought
of calling Papa. She felt some adrenaline rush through her
body because of excitement. She sincerely loved this man.
She adored his height, for he was very tall, his chocolaty
skin colour, the broad smile he always wore, his well-built
body and the perfect dental arrangement of his purely white
teeth.

“Jack!”

Tabby almost shouted. On some exceptionally happy days,
they would call Papa by his name. More especially, when
he had pulled some surprise gift for Mama. As such, every
time they would call him by name, he knew that some good

news were in the offing.
“Tabby.” He exploded.

“In this day and age, | am pleased to hear that you are

happy.”

“Have you gotten the news from Kenya?” Tabby asked

impatiently.
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“Yes, my daughter. I always follow the clock! I get all the
details as they unfold.”

So Papa, unlike her, had not stopped watching the news!
They weren’t giving him bad feelings like they did to her!
Indeed, they were worlds apart.” Tabby thought. For lack

of better words, she shouted...

“I am very happy papa!”

“I hope the peace talk bear fruits.”

“I am optimistic Papa. Never like I have been before.”

“I am too, sweetheart. I have been listening to Koffi
Annan’s press and he has indicated that the two sides have
agreed on a wide range of issues regarding electoral
reforms and the way forward in the disputed presidential
election. He said the two parties have shown commitment
to peace and reconciliation for the sake of healing. They
have a meeting on the 15th of February, 2008 to deliberate

on the issues and agree on something.”
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“There’s some light at the end of the tunnel Papa! I feel like

I have been liberated from some painful part of me.”
Papa laughed.

“Well, let’s keep our fingers crossed. Be careful, take care

of yourself. I will call you again, soon enough.”
“Thank you, Papa.” I love you.”
“I love you too my angel.”

Along those lines, Tabby got interested in what happened
in Kenya once again. she selected a few social media pages
that broadcasted Kenyan news and followed them. The
love she had for her country that had been dimmed by the
violence started blossoming again: blossoming so quickly
like an adolescent girl who had met her first love. She was

excited: deeply so.

The following day, Tabby went to the library to catch up
with, her studies. She was to get a dissertation topic and
start working on her proposal as she was instructed by her
supervisor. She was pressed for time since for the six
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months she had been in Ghana; she had completed her class
work. The seventh month was for the writing and
presentation of her concept paper, which was only possible
after she had gotten a research topic. She had to be swift.
However, her speed seemed to be getting her nowhere
because as soon as she reached the library and connected
her PC to the internet, a mail popped up on her screen. It
was from her Kenyan longtime girlfriend , Flav.

Tabby got eager to hear from her. So, again, for a moment,
she forgot about what had taken her to the library and

opened the mail. It read:

“Tabby, I am glad to contact you today. I have always
thought about you. However, | did not have the courage to
contact you, for I did not know exactly what to tell you after
what you had been through. That in itself has been a very
awkward moment for me. Today as | write to you this mail,
I have to confess that | feel like I have a new lease of life.
I am saying this because everything that has a beginning
must surely have an end. | was deeply affected when you

left dear Tabby, but in the essence of time, I wasn’t honored
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to bid you farewell. Honestly, I did not know how | was
going to cruise through life without you: without your
hearty laughter, that rolled out so easily, even amidst the
tensions of life. | felt like | had been deserted in a vast
forest, all by myself (tears), especially that | had depended
on your body and soul for making my decisions. It is
important for you to note that | understood you perfectly
when you told me over the phone that you had to flee and
you did not have a minute to bid me farewell physically.
Tabby, that day, |

Tabby, things have happened. Worse things have happened
since you left. | get scared at the thought of writing them
here, but I know you have a clue from these social medial

streets.

This morning | gathered the courage to write, because God
is faithful. Our country is for the first time in a long while
calm, has shown signs of peace. Koffi Annan is set to
spearhead a peace tract talk between Raila Odinga and
Mwai Kibaki. Trust me, it is vyielding fruits. An

independent review committee has been formed to
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investigate all aspects of the August 2007 post-election
violence, which is meant to be heard in MARCH, 2008.
They intend to discuss a comprehensive electoral reform so
that we do not have a repeat of violence in future. Also,
they will be discussing the prosecution of the perpetrators
of violence, parliamentary reforms, legal and judicial
reforms among other topics all in the protection of human
rights.

Further, on the issues of governance, Koffi Annan will hold
a press brief to inform us of the proceedings on a day he

will let us know.
Tabby, I miss you, and | hope to see you soon.”
Yours, Flav.

Upon reading the mail, Tabby held her PC tightly and so
close to her chest. She held it in that position for close to
two minutes. Whether that translated to a passionate hug
still remains a mystery. All she knew was that hearing from
her girlfriend, especially that she had not responded to her
previous email about Fenuku, had taken back the hand of
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time, to the days they enjoyed life in their peaceful
motherland. Flav became a very close friend of her from
their undergraduate time. This started when Tabby realized
that Flav appreciated the values she did. In the society
where Kenyan young girls had lost themselves in what they
referred to as 'sponsorship’, they would date peoples’ rich
husbands, whom they termed as sponsors, with claims that
sponsors had money and they knew a thing or two about
love, compared to young men. The tradition had been
normalized to the extent that if one was not dating an old
man, they happened to be the talk of the university:
backward women who still held onto archaic morals that

were to be done away with.

Tabby remembered one afternoon when her then roommate
at the university, before she met Flav, came back in the
evening and told her that she wanted to confess something.
Well, Tabby was all ears since naturally, she would listen
to everyone who wanted an ear and thus, she asked her how

she would be of help.

“Tabby,” she began.
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“I know I am a whore. I lost count of the number of men |
have slept with. | decided to open up because | am guilty
of my actions. | also feel that my life is in danger because
today, | have been threatened several times by a man who
sent me 200 thousand Kenyan shillings, and | failed to
show up as we had agreed. | did not show up not because |
did not want to, but for the reason, I had another sponsor in
the US, who was visiting that week. | knew honoring his
invite would give me more money. It’s the reason I ignored
the first guy. Well, my life is in danger Tabby. | want you
to help me leave this place. I am being spied on. | can smell

my death from a slight distance. Please help me.”
Tabby sighed!

“Let me call Flav, find out if you can put up at her place
for a few days as we think of how you will leave the

university.”

Tabby did not ask her roommate how she knew she was
being pursued. She knew all those questions will be
answered once she felt safe. She looked timid and tired.

Her small body looked even smaller and her nicely shaped
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lips, lips she had always taken care of with different shade
of colour looked dry and uncared for. Her long feminine
legs that Tabby had never seen in flat shoes had been
neglected. She was in dusty sandals, an indication that she
had been running. Her light skin looked so pale than her
normal colour. Her hair spoke for her. It was in a terrible
state. Tabby yearned to ask her very many questions that
were running through her mind but the shape she was in
would not allow her to. She called Flav. Unfortunately,

Flav had gone to see her sick mother.

Tabby had to device another way of her roommate’s safety,
since the roommate’s mind was unstable, she couldn’t
think. She asked her if she should call her mother. She
adamantly refused, claiming that her mother will not
understand anything; instead, her nasty words will even

send her to depression.

Tabby went to town to book her a hotel, for she had insisted
that she was not going to spend a single night in their
hostel. She was also not ready to walk on the streets where

she would be seen. She remained. Just before Tabby
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booked a room in town, she received a call from her
neighbour student that her friend had been axed to death, a
few minutes after she left. Tabby could not recount how
she really felt, but all she remembered was that it was the
most pathetic feeling she had experienced her entire life.
She went back to the hostel, saw her roommate’s body
lying in cold blood, surrounded by the police and passers-
by. She made up her mind, she wasn’t going to spend her

night there.

That evening, Tabby travelled to Flav’s village. On arrival,
she told Flav’s mother that Flav had informed her that she
was under the weather, and so, she had decided to check on
her as well. Tabby was not going to share the nasty
experience of her roommate’s gruesome murder with
Flav’s mother, because from what she gathered the few
minutes she was there, Flav’s mom had a heart problem.
She was not going to kill her with shock. Neither was she
going to share with Flav about the incident. She kept mum.
As Flav later told her, she had never seen her withdrawn

like she was that day.
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Tabby and Flav talked the whole night, about her mother,
about exams, about the church, about literally everything
but for the fact that her roommate had been axed. Which of
course, Flav got wind the following day, but Tabby insisted
it wasn’t true. From that night, Flav became Tabby’s sister

from another mother.

If you are keen on whether Tabby got a research topic that
day after reading from Flav, your guess is as good as mine.
She did not. This was not because she left the library, not
at all, but because her head concentrated on her childhood
memories, her life at the university, her relationship with
Flav, the good and bad times and generally, about Kenya.
It was about time she responded to Flav’s mail because she
knew, Flav was dying to hear from her. She was not as

wordy as Flav was:
“Sweet Flav,

| am over the moon. Hearing from you has not only revived
our childhood memories, but it has given me a longing to
come back to Kenya. I miss you girl. So very much. | have

had a recollection of the things we used do together, the
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topics we easily discussed and how our friendship began. I
can assure you getting a good, honest and loyal friend in
this spaces is not an easy thing. | want to come home Flav.

I really want to come back home. | am working on it.

Well, thank you for the development about the post-
election violence, | am glad. As at when | have defended
my proposal, in a few months’ time, I will come home

shortly.
I'love you.”
Tabby.

Peace in a country is sweet. It revives relationships.
(Smiles).

Later that evening, Fenuku showed up. But before hearing
about Fenuku, don’t die waiting to hear about Tabby’s
sisters: Euny, Maua and Jenny, who were only mentioned

in the first chapter.
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EUNY

She was one of a kind. From Mama’s account, as a little
girl, she was the apple of Papa’s eye for two reasons: her
level of cleanliness was unmatched and two, her
confidence was something else. She was confident in the
sense that she knew exactly what she wanted in life and she
was very decisive, her tender age notwithstanding. For her,

a no, meant no and it was not a matter of debate.

Euny did not just have a pretty face; she also had brains and
ambition that matched her beauty. While she was a first
year undergraduate student at the university, she had the
ability to turn Mama’s tow bit local shop into a chain of
shops in different towns in the country. As such, she

became a must know girl at a very tender age. One
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spectacular weakness she had that she carried to old age
was her misguided clothes budget allocation or at time,

bought clothes impulsly.

No one was sure whether her sense of fashion was due to
the fact that she started handling money at a tender age or
like mama used to say, the woman she was named after,
our maternal grandmother was a fashionista to her grave.
In fact, whenever she travelled to Nairobi on a shopping
spree, she made sure she brought everyone something and
not just something, but something in terms of clothes. She
was probably the one who influenced Euny to places in
Nairobi’s Eastleigh, where she would find latest fashions,
a few months before she passed on. May her soul rest.

Euny also had a warm heart, a giving nature and above all,
she was an extremely lucky soul. Immediately after her O
level exam, she pulled an act that defined her luck and the
beautiful life she lived until death caught up with her. She
tried to apply for a scholarship in the US, not because she
really yearned to go to the US but for curiosity’s sake. As
luck had it, she qualified for the scholarship, and travelled
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abroad for studies. Immediately after graduating with a
Master’s degree in Psychology, she came back home and

landed her first job in a local university as a tutorial fellow.

She loved knowledge, but notably, she also loved children
unconditionally. At 26, she was not married. Therefore, it
should come as a no surprise when you learn that Euny was
still studying. This time, for her doctorate degree in
Psychology. She eventually met a man whom she loved,
but unfortunately, the man was impotent. His impotence
wasn’t evident from how he functioned in bed. As such,
this was not a reason for Euny to quit that relationship.
They decided to seek of ways of getting a child: adoption.
Intimacy for them was for fun, not for procreation. They

adopted a son, whom they called Jayden.

Theirs was a happy marriage with her mzungu husband,
who was famously know as Mike, until one cold evening,
when something awkward happened. She called Tabby and
asked if she was in a position to give her an ear. Of course,
Tabby always had time for her sister, even though she was

her elder.
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“Yes Euny, anything for you my dear.” Tabby said in

response to her sister’s request.
“I think I have a problem.” She began.

“Mike has been distant in the last couple of months. I have
been keeping this to myself but I don’t think I can keep it
anymore. Also, | do not want to mention this to Mama
because | do not want to see her affected the way she does

upon receiving unpleasant news.”

“I am here for you my sister. You know | have always
given you a shoulder to lean on, right?” Tabby asked
impatiently, because she was dying to hear what her sister
Euny had to share out, without wasting even a single

minute.

“I know my husband is not the overtly romantic type, but
Tabby, I want the man I initially met. The affectionate man
who would take me to Java for a cup of coffee, the man
who would surprise me with lunch at the office, with
flowers on my important days, | mean, the loving man he

was. Tabby, all 1 have right now is a husband I never see
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and when | do, it is for a few minutes, then he would leave
almost immediately, with the usual, ‘I have an emergency
excuse’. My sixth sense tells me that something is terribly

wrong.”
“Can I come over for a talk this evening?”

“Yes please. We can meet up from Golf hotel at 3pm,
because there is an issue | am attending to in town before

that time.”

Tabby shelved all the other plans she had for the day. She
remembered how impatiently she had waited for three pm
to come so that she could meet up her sister, hug her so
tightly and assure her that everything will be fine.

Naturally, Tabby was not strong enough to stand in the gap
for people’s problems because she would sometime cry
right in their face, but for her sister, divine grace was to
abound. She would listen with her eyes devoid of tears. She
promised herself this.

That particular afternoon, Tabby felt her sister’s pain. Her

husband, as Euny told her, continued with his late nights
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and work on weekends. She had hoped that being her
birthday, the magic between them was going to be
recaptured. However, on the eve of the birthday, she
requested her husband to allow their adopted baby to stay
with Mama in the village so that the two of them would go
for dinner and afterwards enjoy a rhumba live band
together. Surprisingly, from Euny’s account, it had been a
wasted effort. She was deeply hurt when her husband told

her that they would talk about it later.

When Euny revisited the topic later that very night in bed,
he got touchy!

“Look, Euny, I have been booked for surgery at Kisumu
Avenue hospital and I will appreciate some support from
you instead of this clingy, needy woman shit. We have bills
to take care of and | have to work so that we do that.”

Euny was agitated. Deep down her heart, she knew she had
lost the man she loved and got married to the very first day.
She decided to do everything within her means to find out
the root cause for this pathetic attitude from her husband.

Before she began her mission of finding out what was
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keeping the husband very distant, she decided to pull
another prank on him, this time, on Valentine’s Day, to see
how he would behave, a prank that a few years ago used to
work magic on them and would act as a sign of affection.
So, on the eve of the Valentine’s Day, when Mike came

back from work, Euny began,
“Babe, [ miss you.”

He did not respond. She eagerly waited for the response

which killed her deep inside.
“Babe, I spoke to you.” Euny said impatiently.

“Look, Euny, I don’t know where you are going with this.

I don’t understand why you miss me and I’m here.”

“Babe, it is Valentine’s day! We can go out and have some

2

fun.

“We have not celebrated Valentine’s Day before and we
are not about to begin now. | have absolutely no idea with
what you are talking about our not spending time together.
You know what | think? Your friends are influencing you
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badly. You cannot carry people’s lifestyles and bring them
here. Our values are different and very specific to our

family; let’s keep them as they have been.”

Without a single token of a kiss from Mike, he turned his

back on Euny and almost immediately, begun snoring.

That night, Euny turned around in bed, tried to seduce some
sleep in vain. The following day, which was the
Valentine’s Day, she was still sulking, hoping to get some
attention from Mike or maybe some little sympathy, but
she was wrong. If Mike noticed the sulking, he never acted
like he did. He acted like all was candy and rosy and later,
bid her goodbye and left. Without saying anything, Euny
vividly remembered the teachings they had leant from a
women’s conference about narcissists. The speaker of the
day, who happened to be a professor of psychology at the
University of Nairobi, had clearly explained that narcissist
men will only love women when they can control them.
The moment women start thinking and acting on their own,
their love for them dies. He stated that this was because

narcissists are unable to connect with women who have
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sound mind, who have input and opinion. Instead, they
want voiceless robots and this is why they will leave the
moment their women become awaked for someone who is
still on a mental fog. Further, he stated that narcissists are
predators who will feign love when in fact what they want
is someone they can dominate and manipulate for their own
pervasive satisfaction. They are too week to allow their
lovers any degree of freedom lest they bump upon the truth
and become enlightened and learn to ask for their rights.
Wise women must never buy into narcissists accusations
that something is wrong with them, or that they have
changed or been poisoned by other people. Or that they
have become proud. The reality is that they are the ones
who are unable to relate with healthy women who want a

healthy connection.
“Is Mike a narcissist?”” Euny asked herself.

Could it be that he is seeing a different woman because she
had discovered her rights as a woman?” She wondered.
That day, Euny decided to track him and find out exactly
what was happening.
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That very morning before she had her plan fulfilled, Euny
beautified herself and wore feigned confidence, when all
these had made her have self-doubt, wondering if the
weight she had put on was making Mike disinterred in her.
She arrived in the office unusually early, wearing a short-
sleeved knee length dress. Beautified by a black scuff
around her neck. The red lipstick made her lips thicker than
their normal size and supple, adding to her beauty. Every
colleague she came across on the corridors that morning
looked at her dress code and the makeup, accompanied by
a fake smile that almost looked genuine and imagined she
was the happiest soul on earth. In the office, she met her
boss: a single lady, for the reasons she had never disclosed.

She was in her late forties.

"3

“Hey Euny, Happy Valentine’s Day. You look amazing

She said with a warm smile.

“A happy one to you too.” Euny responded with a fake

smile.

“Any plans for the day sweetat?”
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Euny almost told her that she had no plan and instead was
thinking of getting a take away chicken and fries from KFC
for herself and the son, then watch a movie because she
was aware the husband had been booked for a surgery, but

in a twinkle of an eye, she decided to lie.

“I am here quite early because my husband is giving me a

surprise treat this evening. | have to clear my table before |

2

go.

“I am meeting up my friend for lunch, a friend who is in
Kenya shortly before she goes back to the US, and then I’ll

see where the evening takes me.”
“Happy for you, Enjoy!”

Having lied about how she was to be treated, she had to

buy herself flowers and script a note that read:
‘I LOVE YOU SO MUCH EUNY
| AM NOTHING WITHOUT YOU.’

Your loving husband,
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Mike.

That evening, Euny posted the flowers she bought herself
and the note she had written impersonating Mike on all her
social media accounts: Facebook, Instagram, twitter and
WhatsApp status, all this so that she had ready false
answers that would sound real to her friends and
workmates the following day. She had to make the world
believe that she was loved and cared for, because that was
the order of the day. People living in denial, people finding
it so hard to give others space, people faking everything!

She had to be relevant.

To execute her plan of finding out what kept Mike engaged,
she left the office at eleven in the morning, went to the
police station for assistance. She wanted to know where the
husband was on that special day and with whom. On
arrival, at the reception was a woman police officer.
Considering the fact that women were their own enemies,
Euny decided not to open up to that woman. She was not
sure if a woman was to help her, for previously, she had a

nasty experience with a woman police officer, when she
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lost her phone. She therefore requested to meet the DCI,
pretending that she had an urgent personal issue that only
needed his audience. She had met the DCI sometime back
when her phone was stolen in a mysterious way and she

was very sure that he was a reasonable person.

“Welcome.” What have you lost this time round?” The DCI

asked Euny immediately he set his eye on her.

“Nothing boss, but I urgently need your help.” She said,

almost in a whisper.
“Well, you know, I am at your service.”

“Can you help me track the location of this number

please?”

“Whose number is that? Yours?”
“No, but...”.

“No buts, it’s unethical!”

“I know.”

132



“Then why do you want it tracked? What relationship do

you have with the person you want to track?”

“He is my husband and I won’t let him know that you
helped me. He’s not been at home and he doesn’t pick my

calls. I suspect he is cheating on me.”

“Let your husband cheat in peace. He’s a man. Men are
naturally polygamous young lady. Don’t you know that?
Supposing...eee, supposing you made him feel the way he
makes feel by also cheating on him? How about that? | am

right here!”

“Oh noo! I don’t have the courage to do that. Please help
me boss. The only thing I want right now is to know where

he is. Please.”

“Well, if you don’t want to think about my suggestion
seriously, let us do business, on one condition.” He said

this looking at Euny straight in the eyes.

“Which condition boss?” She asked with her face almost

red.
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“That you don’t cause drama that may eventually have my
name mentioned. If that happened, you will regret ever

meeting me.”

“I promise I will not mention you anywhere!”
“How much do you have to offer?”

“Let’s work first!”

He immediately helped her track the location of the number
and lucky enough, Mike was not very far away from town,
making her work even easier. She made her payment and
left.

What happened next should not have happened under
ordinary circumstances. But these were not ordinary
circumstances for Euny. She stormed the hotel where Mike
was hiding and while at the reception, she acted like a loyal
wife who was to join her husband that had earlier own
checked in with a family friend. She found them deeply
intimate, Kissing to be specific. Mike froze when he set his

eye on Euny. He thought Euny was going to be violent, she
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wasn’t. All the same, the silent treatment had worked a

miracle.

The first three weeks after the incident, Mike and Euny’s
house was extra ordinarily quiet. Mike started coming back
home early and spent the weekends at home in a lame
attempt to show he was sorry. They stayed in the same
house, watched the same television, ate the same food,
slept in the same bed but absolutely no words were
exchanged between them. The only time Mike heard her
voice was when she was addressing Jayden, when he came
back from school because they had to pretend that all was

well.

On the day that Euny left her matrimonial home to the
village, she had asked Mike to explain what was transpiring
behind her back.

“Look, I am really sorry. | bumped into this woman in a
club. She talked to me so nicely and I think | was tempted
to hang around her. Euny, you have always shouted in this

house.”
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Euny was enraged by that response. Mike had made it
sound like it was all her mistake and wanted to take her on
a guilt trip. No. She was not going to fall victim and
apologize, if that was what Mike expected for she was sure

that Mike had a way with ladies.

Before he came into her life, she was reliably informed that
some two women had chopped each other’s ears in a
renowned club because each of them thought that she was
the rightful owner of Mike. Evidently, he had not changed

after marrying Euny. She decided to plot for revenge.
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CHAPTER NINE

THE REVENGE

The revenge had been eventful in her mind. Euny had been
actively but silently relieving the occurrences of the
weekend. She had thought of other forms of punishment
like having their parents come in but almost immediately
changed her mind. Mike was to feel exactly how she felt
that awkward afternoon when she found him with a
woman. She kept a monologue going through her head on
how she would respond to Mike when he questioned her
disappearance over the weekend. He had cheated, maybe
with more than one woman, for she no longer trusted him
and wanted to make him feel the same way. She was going
to cheat on him too, if that was the only thing that would
make her happy or take away the awful feeling she had
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been keeping in her heart. There was only one hitch. She
did not have a boyfriend who would readily take her to bed.
From the time she got married, Mike was the only man she
had known intimately. That was not going to be an excuse.
She was determined to get someone, even if it meant for

one night.

Euny recounted the very many instances men had
expressed interest in her when she was newly married. She
had the cases of men admiring her reduce, maybe because
she had put on so much weight or because she had turned
all of them down. Nevertheless, the society had socialized
women to submit to cheating husbands, respect them
without questioning their immoral character. That was not
going to make her change her mind, for determination
knew no barrier. She too had a mouth and a beautiful face
and as such, she was going to wake up the rest of the
women from slumber by subverting the institutionalized
belief that women must always submit to men who over
time have abused and tortured them emotionally. This was
something Euny could not come to terms with at that

particular time. She was to get a man, cheat and feel nice
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about it. She had been pushed to the wall. She was not

going to feel guilty after the act. She thought.

Euny called a taxi to drop her at Kisumu International
Airport. She had booked herself a flight to Mombasa early
that morning, not knowing exactly what she was going to
do and what she was going to put up, but she wasn’t scared
because all these services were available online.
Technology made the world a global village. She arrived at
the airport one hour before her flight, checked in and made
herself comfortable at the waiting bay as she waited for the

boarding time.

The flight from Kisumu to Mombasa was exactly 2hours.
Having boarded at 2pm, they landed at exactly 4pm. She
took a taxi to Mombasa town from Moi International
Airport. She had thought of asking around for a good five-
star hotel but decided to work with her earlier plan: Google
map. She booked a beach hotel online and it was reserved
for her after payment. She then made herself comfortable
at Java and enjoyed a glass of very cold cocktail juice as

she figured out how she was to spend her weekend.
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“I am good my sister. You know what, I just realized that I
got into this entanglement before | understood the world!
The level of disorder and disrespect | have been taking
from Mike is unacceptable and abnormal.” She said in a

very jovial tone when she called Tabby the following day.

“You were only 27 when you got yourself in that mess siz.
Remember | asked you if you were sure that was what you
wanted? You assured me that you had education, you
wanted to settle with a man and that you thought, that
would make you happy (smiles). Anyway Siz, | understand
you perfectly. At that age, many girls treat life like a
rehearsal. They make suicidal blunders with a very casual
attitude. They scorn adults’ advice about patience and self-

control.”

“Well, every stage in life is a learning platform.” Euny

responded.

When she said that, Tabby remembered the advice Papa

would give them on those family dinner days.
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“Schools don’t teach social stages of development and the
right age to get married. Anyone who is in touch with
themselves knows when they are not ready for long term

permanent decisions.” He would say.

“But Euny, you knew you were not ready for marriage but
you manufactured excuses to do it anyway, didn’t you?

Tabby reverted.

“Tabby, there’s a kind of growth you cannot grow with
another person. It’s elementary and personal. When you are
growing to know who you are as a woman and the lifestyle
you would like to live. You cannot be with someone when
answering such fundamental questions. It’s like renting a

house out before you even design it.”

“You see looks like we are now on the same page Siz. You
should not have ‘known each other’ with a man at that age.
You didn’t even know yourself. This is modern day lunacy.

You should have been growing up yourself.”
“Well, I have learnt my lesson the hard way.”

“Now tell me about your holiday in Mombasa.”
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“Tabby,” determination knows no barrier. I was so

determined to meet someone. And I did.”
“Tell me more. How did it happen?”

“You know my love for bearded dudes, right? Eddie wasn’t
bearded when we met. But I fell for him anyway. | had
arrived at a rhumba concert evening that was hosted by the
hotel | had booked, | was alone and idle, | thought why not
enjoy the music? And so, | arrived a little early and was
relaxing on a coach in the lounge, taking my ice-cold
baileys and watching the men of the coolest music do their
thing. Suddenly, this guy walked in. I looked up and
instantly noted his extraordinarily handsome look, the good
look was magnified by his adorable black eye glasses. |
knew | wanted him to sit by me, so I curled up on the coach
so that no one would take up the spot. Finally, after pouring
himself a drink and hanging up his coat he headed over to

take a seat. You can guess how that felt. Right?”

“Yes.” Tabby said impatiently because the narrative was

getting juicy. “Then?” She asked.

142



“I sat up straight and I was like, ooh,uum, you can sit here.
To my great pleasure, he did and laughed. A wholesome
laugh that I love in people. The laughter that starts from the
stomach and lights up the world. I instantly noted that Alex
was a strangely fascinating man. He too was a witty
conversationalist and I didn’t realize how first time moved.
He told me that he was attending a conference and even
went ahead to invite me for the following day’s afternoon
session since he was to make a presentation of his paper. |
had no reason to turn down the invite since | was a scholar.
Also, I had zero plans for the following day. So, your guess

is as good as mine. I graciously agreed.”

“Euny, you know there’s something you are not telling me
and I’'m developing some serious curiosity!” Tabby said in

a tone that was close to shouting.

“I am narrating things as they unfolded. Why do you want

me to jump to the final part?”” She asked.

“Noted siz,” Tabby said with a smile, but honestly, she was
getting impatient for the reason that she didn’t have the

whole day on the phone. Unlike Euny who was holidaying,
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Tabby had errands to run. She wanted to boldly tell her so,
but at a second thought, she decided not to spoil the

moment.
“So what happened next?” She asked instead.

“We drank alcohol together, I enjoyed the company of an
attractive and even more importantly, intelligent male
friend, who had been sent to me by the goddess of revenge.
| found the whole experience very liberating. Alex and |
couldn’t claim to have made love that night for it was
something more primal- an animal wanting to connect after
finding a kindred soul, if only for a night. It was passionate,
beautiful guiltless sex. We both agreed that our actions will
not be repeated after that night as we were both attached to

other people.”
“What?” Tabby exclaimed.

“You heard me right Tabby. And for that reason, we did
not exchange any contacts and | did not bother to see him

make his presentation the following day. | was only happy
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that 1 had shown my husband my middle finger and I
wasn’t sorry about it.” Euny laughed loudly.

“Damn!” Tabby exclaimed.

“The judgmental you again? You know what, I don’t care.”

Euny said in response.
“A misconception.” Tabby retorted.
“Then what is the sigh for? Euny inquired.

“Well, just trying to figure out how you will explain all this
to your husband.” Tabby told her.

“I don’t think I owe him any explanation. In fact, I don’t
remember the last time | dreamt, for the reason that most
of my nights are never peaceful. My head is always so pre
occupied with my husband’s bad character and to that
effect, | don’t dream when I’m home. Today, because |

suppose | was so peaceful, | had a dream.”
“What about the dream?” Tabby asked.
“Are you patient enough? | can share.”
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“Yes, [ am.” Tabby said.

“I was driving. I arrived at my address and honked the horn.
After waiting for a few minutes, | honked again. Since |
was sure [ wasn’t going to get some other chance to talk to
the woman | wanted to talk to, | decided not to drive away
until the door was opened. From where | had parked, |
would hear movements inside. After a long pause, the door
opened. A petite woman, who seemed to be in her ninety’s,
and whose face was familiar to me, opened the door. She
was wearing a print maxi dress that properly covered her
toes in that I couldn’t tell if she had shoes or not. She also
had a hat with a veil pined on it, like somebody out of a
19th century movie. By her side was a small nylon suitcase.
The apartment where | was standing then appeared to me
like a very new place, as if no one had lived in it for years.
All furniture was covered with sheets. | excused myself
and told the old lady that I was sorry, | could have missed
my address. She instead told m told me that she had been
waiting for me, and that | wasn’t lost at all. She introduced
herself as my maternal grandmother, and was on a very

long journey with me, mama and my two other sisters.
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Tabby was to remain to take care of the home. She asked
me to carry her bag to my car, which | gladly did. She kept
thanking me for my kindness and assuring me that she is
not leaving mama, Maua, Jenny and I, when she went back

to her paradise, which was going to be very soon.”

Tabby laughed when Euny narrated this dream that initially
didn’t seem to carry any meaning. What was to be a
weekend of revenge turned out to be a weekend for death.
For that Sunday when she had landed to Kisumu after the
revenge mission, Euny decided to greet Mama and Papa,
sleep over before she went back to her matrimonial home
the following day in the evening. She was to report to her
office first, then proceed to her house later. Little did she

know that she was going to breathe her last.

Tabby always wished that God would have given Euny just
a single chance to talk to her before she passed on. Maybe
she had a premonition or something? She wanted to know,
she wished she would know. But as the events unfolded,
she breathed her last that very night. She remembered the

dream she had shared. It was a premonition. Mama would
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have said that it was the wrath of God for sinning. But then
Tabby asked herself, if that was the case, why should this
wrath of God only affect women? Euny was cheating for
the first time; the husband had been cheating on her with
other women even before he settled on Euny for marriage.
Tears! Euny’s death brought back the memory of how
Fenuku’s father had died. The two of them connected in the
sense that their calm evenings, the hours to rest, had turned

into the hours to die.
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SURVIVORS TALES

Fenuku arrived unannounced. Tabby was in her room,
playing Simaro Lutumba’s Aminata so loudly, the loud that
she always enjoyed when extremely happy, and of course
swaying her body in tune. She had decided to saunter
through life especially that she had started receiving good
news from her country that the situation had started itching
forward. Fenuku knocked at her door gently. At first,
Tabby thought she was in her own world of fantasy, so she
did not bother to open. When she heard the knock a second
time, she immediately lowered the volume of her speaker
and moved at a snail’s pace towards the door. She couldn’t
remember exactly how she behaved upon setting her eye
on him, but one thing was so clear, she felt extremely happy
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to see him, although she couldn’t recount exactly why, but
her heart leapt with joy. She tried to act surprised and gave
him a cold shoulder with that look of ‘you can get in or go
back to wherever you have come from.” If he noticed the
feigned, very frosty reception Tabby gave him, he ignored
it.

Fenuku stood right t at the door, for what seemed like a
minute, without saying a word. A look passed between
them, in it was everything they felt and feared. The small
yard right behind Fenuku grew roses along a privet hedge.
A table and four chairs sat unevenly near a shade from the
hedge. Fenuku stepped a few steps back from where he was
standing and used one of the lazy chairs to pluck a rose
flower, the followed Tabby into the small, brightly lit

interior of her bed sitter that was as neat as a pin.

A vase full of wild flowers graced the rough wooden table
flanked by mismatched chairs. In the corner of the room
was a leather valise and sitting on top of it was Fenuku’s
photo, that Tabby had printed for the reason no one
understood. Silence seemed to enlarge between them and
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filled with fear and misgivings. At last, with the rose flower
Fenuku had plucked, he opened his wide arms for an
embrace and patted her back soothingly. That was a very
bright shoot from his end because even though Tabby had
assured herself that she will not welcome that, she had
failed because upon receiving the rose flower, she felt a
smile start. It was a little gesture but it worked. As it were,
it is very difficult to resist strong emotions.

Fenuku held Tabby so tightly in his warm embrace, with
his long fingers caressing her back, this time, for the
longest time possible. At that moment, none of them spoke.
Tabby wanted to ask him where he had been all that time,
but held her horses. She decided to let him talk first.

“Tabby, it has not been easy for me.” He said at last.

Tabby dismissed this as completely grounded because she
considered it the typical way most men behave when they
want a comeback in a woman’s life, but still, she decided

to lend him an ear, so, she nodded.
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“You are here, I don’t bear a grudge, neither do | expect
you to get to the bottom of this right now.” She said this
gently, against her initial plan of not listening to any reason
he gave as to why he had to go silent on her.

“I want you to know that you have never left my thoughts,
even for a single day.” His wide eyes were looking through
Tabby’s so deeply that she could feel them deep within her
body.

“Then why have you been quiet all this time?” She asked.

“Your silence took a big toll on me.”

Fenuku removed his right arm from Tabby’s back and held
her left hand. “I know Tabby. I am sorry for having made
you feel that way. | am sincerely sorry. | will do everything
within my means to make up for you. | was down for the

count, especially the last time | was here.”

Love is a very silly thing. Tabby trusted him, deep within
her. But she wanted to hear more.

“Tell me what happened. Was I the problem?”” She asked

this in a murmur.
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No, I’d be lying,” He dismissed her.
“So?’

“So what? He inquired, in a voice that suggested he had no

clue about what Tabby was talking about.
“What was eating you up?”

“Do you remember that evening we parted ways at the

airport?” He asked.
In response, Tabby nodded.

“Well, | had a lot to tell you. However, you looked so
delicate and fragile. I didn’t want you to lose your marbles
and as such, I decided to shelve my pain for another day.
When | came here, seeing you for the second time, | found
you in the same state of emotional instability. I wouldn’t
afford do rain on your paradise. | considered that a very

good opportunity to take care of your emotions.”

He blinked, as though to fight and hide some hidden tears.
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Tabby parted him on the back with her left hand, a silent

way of telling him that she was sorry about that.

“Oh nooo. That was crazy that was bad. So bad. You
should have told me Fenuku. Are you in a position to share
with me right now? I am emotionally strong and all ears.”
She said this with her lips against his. Tabby kissed Fenuku

with a gentleness that made him want to cry.
“I love you.” She said against his lips.

“I love you too, Tabby.” He responded. The word that
always seemed so big felt small now. What was love when
put up against fights and violence?” He thought. Tabby
flanged herself into his arms,

“Can we talk now?” She asked. In a second, she
remembered the man she had seen at the airport, as she
watched him walk away, watched him merge into the
crowd of happy Ghanaians, when he had nothing to smile
about, but still kept his composed self, by talking to young
men, becoming indistinguishable. The big glass gates
slammed shut when he exited through the international
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arrivals and the clang of metal on their edges reverberated
in the hot dusty Ghanaian air as if to wish her farewell, and
she felt like she had been left alone in the middle of a street.
Such a strong man. She thought.

“Fenuku, I asked you a question.” She looked at him.

“Yes we can talk. And I’m glad this time you will not be

affected like you would have in case I shared last time.”
“What do you mean?”” Tabby cut him short.”

“I mean what was to be very bad news is now good news.”

He looked at Tabby, his eyes smiling together with his lips.

“Wow! I am so happy for you Fenuku. I am getting

impatient; I want to hear everything!”

She held his arm passionately and sat him on the bed in the
tiny, neat room. The bed served as a chair in the day and a
bed at night. She made him feel very comfortable because
she wanted him to pour out his heart.

“He must be a very strong man,” Tabby thought. Taking

care of her when he was dying deep inside was not
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something any sane human being can overlook. She felt his
pain, even though he had not shared exactly what he

wanted to share.

“I’m listening.” Tabby whispered.

“Tabby,” he called her a second time.

Tabby responded by looking at him, straight in his eyes.
He smiled.

“I have heard from my mother, finally! On the night we
filed a report of a missing person when my father had been
abducted by unknown people, my mother had received
threats from strange numbers asking her to go back to
Ghana as soon as possible or pay for her big headedness.
This was because the people who had abducted my dad
thought she had so much information that would lead to
their arrest. Two days later she left a letter on my bed,
asking me to take good care of myself and be the man she
had raised. She did not tell me where she was going or the
reason why she had to leave, but in the letter, she had

explained that it was for my safety, and not that she did not
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care for me at all. Tabby, this disturbed me for a very long
time because | thought she had been abducted and forced
to write the letter to fool me, as it had been the case in the
country. I thought she had been killed and her lifeless body
dumped in a river or fed to the dogs, the typical way
politicians silenced people they thought had information
that may catch the eye of the public. | tried calling her
number close to a million times but it had always been
switched off. Tabby, it’s easy to give up on someone you
have buried but not on one you are not sure whether he is
dead or alive. Well, 1 had to bite the bullet. He dropped a

tear.”

Tabby moved so close to him, as if she wasn’t close enough
in the first place. Her right hip tightly hugged his left, then
she placed her right hand on his left shoulder. At the close
proximity, she noted a big knot on his throat, indicating that
he was getting emotional. This knot had even made it

difficult for him to speak.

“It shall be well Fenuku.” Tabby said and immediately
clear tears were running down his fine cheeks. That was the

157



very first time she saw him in such a bad emotional state.
She let go his hand, took a white handkerchief from his
pocket and wiped away his tears. They sat in deep silence
between them for some few minutes. Deep silence that
communicated volumes. Volumes that only the two of

them seemed to enjoy.
“Fenuku, it shall be well.”

Tabby said once again, tying to neutralize the silence as she
keenly read what his eyes seemed to talk more than his

mouth.

“It is already well Tabby. Even though | had decided to
scrape the barrel, | had made up my mind never to talk

about it. Thank God for social media.”

“Enhe!” Tabby almost shouted. “Have you found her?”
She asked.

“Yes my dear. Two days ago, I logged into my Facebook
account that | had deactivated for two months. My
mother’s name caught my eye. She had sent me a friend

request but she neither had her profile updated nor her
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photo. I wasn’t so sure whether she was the one but all the
same, | was yearning to hear what the person had to say.”

He smiled.
“You must have gotten over the moon.” She interrupted.

“Not really so,” he said. “At first, I had doubts, occasioned
by the sad experience | had been through. | thought the
people who had abducted my father and mutilated his body
parts were the same people who had created a pseudo
account using my mother’s name so that they get a hold of

me, for reasons well known to them.”

“I properly understand why you had to think that way. I
really do. But wouldn’t you want to imagine that your

mother would look for you some day?”

“Well, a lot had happened in Kenya. From where I stood, I
had thought that she had been murdered. I also thought that
with the context of what had been happening in place, she
would have uploaded her photo on her timeline to assure

me that she was really the one or alternatively, give me her
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number. But all this did not happen so my doubts had been
justified.”

“Well, I get you. So what did you do?”

“I had to chew it over for a while and made up my mind to

respond although I did not give too many details.”
“How did you respond?”

“Mummy, is this really you? Kindly prove it to me in your

own wisdom.” He laughed.
“Then?”

“I logged out immediately because the hope of having to

hear from her some other time had diminished.”

“Did she eventually prove to you that she was the one?
How did she do it?” Tabby read impatience in Fenuku’s
eyes but that did not bother her. She wanted to get every bit
of the information he was sharing because it was so sweet
to her ears. His attitude therefore did not bother her. She

promised herself to press him until she gets satisfied.
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“You are very inquisitive Tabby. Men don’t say too much.
Well, she sent me her photos and noted that she had shaved
her hair and also, she had lost a lot of weight. A sign that
it was the most recent since as at when she disappeared, she
had never kept short hair. I definitely knew she was the one.
After talking to her about two three things, she told me that
she was not sure whether Facebook was safe, for anyone
would easily hack my account and follow our conversation.
She therefore asked for my email address so that she would
share the details of her whereabouts. Since | know your
next question would be about the details of the mail she
sent me, let me make your work and my work easy by

showing you the mail.”

He scrolled through his phone keenly and in less than a
minute, he showed me the email her mother had sent him.

It read;

‘My dear son, I have to begin by saying that I am sincerely
sorry. | know | have caused you a lot of pain, emotional
torture and all manner of bad feelings you did not deserve.

I did what | did son, not because | hate you, but because |
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wanted to protect you. Before | tell you anything, I want
you to know that I loved you and I still love you very much.
| had thought that you and I are inseparable, especially after
your father had been murdered in cold blood. However, |
was wrong. | had to walk away from you for it was a great
dilemma but | had to make a decision all the same. Staying
would have meant risking not only my life but yours as
well. Leaving assured me of your safety and therefore, |
had to leave and | am glad to say that because I can talk to
you once again, it was the best decision | made for us. |
have been living as a refugee in Uganda but I’'m glad, there
are signs of re union. Very soon, I’'m coming back to

Kenya, so that | start a new life with you.

How have you been all this time my son? How did you
manage to survive? I know you wondered why I didn’t
leave a single penny but I did not have the time to explain
that my bank accounts were frozen before | left. The
intention was to make my escape difficult. I managed

because of the wisdom given to me by The Almighty God.
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I did not know how | would start explaining to you that
your dad’s position as the head of ICT in the electoral body
contributed to his death. Further, letting you know that |
had intelligence information that made me the next victim
would have tortured you for life. Do you remember the day
your father was on National television telling the world that
he had the passwords for the ICT result transmission Kits
and incase anything happened, the wife was to be in
picture? That was the reason behind his murder. Since the
murderers had intelligence that you knew nothing
concerning the passwords, you were at zero risk. In Africa
my son, knowing deep secrets about how the state operates
automatically makes you their prey. | have always
regretted why your dad resigned from his previous job as a
university dean, to a highly contested and dangerous
political job. All said and done, we can’t cry for spoilt milk.

Instead, we have to pick ourselves up and start anew.

On the morning of my escape, I couldn’t withdraw any cash
for all the bank accounts had been frozen. That to me was
a red flag and I immediately gathered that | had to be on

the run. 1 had some little money in my Mpesa account,
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which was to start me off. | wanted to travel back to Ghana.
However, upon arrival at the airport, | learnt that | had been
restricted from travelling. I then realized | was a helpless
individual at war with the state. | had to be smart for me to
win the war. In as much as it looked like the end of the
world for me son, | had to be determined and fight on. If |

lost, 1 would have tried.

From my little knowledge on internet and smartphones, |
knew they will most likely track me. | therefore decided to
play games with their mind and keep them hovering at the
airport as | tried to find my way out of the country. | did
not switch off my phone so that it is instantly located if at
all it was to be tracked. | remembered to put it on silent
mode so that its ringtone doesn’t attract thieves then I hid
it in a flower vase on the corridor, at the international

departures.

Dear son, | thank God for giving me wisdom to do that
because as | was travelling with a bus to Kampala, | heard
from the news that they were looking for me with claims

that | had killed your father and for that, I was on the run.

164



The whole thing had been twisted to work against me. The
airport security had been asked to ensure that | do not leave
the airport for intelligence report had gathered that | was
hiding there. | was shocked son, but | was grateful I listened
to the still small voice of God. That’s how I managed to

flee.

I have been a refugee in Uganda since then and | can assure
you that there’s much peace in a refugee camp than in a
violent nation. | am glad that things are beginning to tone
down in Nairobi and | hope to see you soon son. | only hope
so. | miss and love you so much, my son. Take good care
of yourself, until the day we re-unite. May the almighty
God keep you safe for me.

Your loving mother: Appiah Chidnma.”

The mail left Tabby’s eyes teary amidst the joy she was
feeling deep inside her soul. She moved to where Fenuku
was sitting and hugged him so tightly, for a few minutes

before saying a word.

“Fenuku.” Tabby whispered.
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“You and I share a very similar history. The violence took
away from us, parents. While your dad was taken, my
Mama too was. As things stand out right now, my Papa is
your papa and your mama should be my mama.” Tabby
said, looking at him straight in the eye. He looked relaxed

but said nothing.
“Why are you not saying anything?’’ She asked.

“I am listening to you and agreeing with everything you are
saying.” He responded. Again, there was some silence, but
Tabby felt his grip on her tighten, a grip that she interpreted
as something he felt so deep inside him, that maybe he was
afraid to say because he didn’t know how she could have
taken it. She decided to use that opportunity, the only
chance that had presented itself so clearly that Tabby
would have considered herself so thick headed to have

ignored it.

“Fenuku, this common history is not a mere chance. The
issues we have gone through together are not mere
coincidences. I love you Fenuku. | am saying this from the

deepest part of my heart. Like | said the last time we were
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together. Look! I’'m not drunk, I have not touched a glass
of wine for the last three weeks. Please say you love me

2

too.

Tabby did not give him an opportunity to respond because
he looked like he wanted to say something. From his
expressionless face, she couldn’t read the exact message he
was trying to send her. She decided to ignore the blank face

and proceeded.

“In you, | see the perfect dad of my children, the perfect
husband and a perfect love that will blossom very quickly
in case we gave it an opportunity to. Fenuku, after a very
serious soul searching, you are the man I want in my life.”

Silence.

His heart was beating terribly. Tabby could feel that with
her cheek that was slightly leaning on his chest. He moved
his hand and ran it through her short hair, but still said
nothing. She felt uncomfortable. She thought she had
offended him. She had to lift her head slightly from his
chest and looked at him. His eyes were closed and tears

were rolling down his cheeks. Tabby wanted to disentangle
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herself from his embrace, but even in emotional state
Fenuku was in, he held her tighter, making it difficult for

her to move.
“What could be going through her mind?” Tabby thought.

He was still crying a river, but this time round, Tabby let
his tears flow. She did not bother to wipe them off; neither

did he look like he was in a hurry to do so.
“Tabby,” he called her name amidst mild sobs.

“I love you very much. I have always wanted to tell you
this, but for me the right time had not come. Naturally, 1
am a very shy person, every though out rightly, I may look
like the most confident man the universe ever sired. Were
you not to initiate this, trust me I wouldn’t have gathered
enough courage to do it first. I don’t take your bold move

for granted.”

He spoke these words softly and carefully as if he was
being very cautious of what to tell Tabby. Looking at him
this time, he had won the boldest face Tabby had never

seen in him before.
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“I really appreciate,” Tabby said almost in a whisper
“Me too and thanks for the kindness,” he said.
“Well, all clouds have silver linings.”

“Indeed. So the violence has given me you.”

Tabby smiled. She had never felt the way she was feeling
that particular time. It had never occurred to her that
indeed her fantasies would turn into beautiful reality. For a
moment she seemed to have forgotten all the tribulations
she had been going through. They had been standing for
close to thirty minutes and she hadn’t noticed. If he did
notice, neither did he show nor say it. Tabby let go off his
hand and embrace first and sat gently on her bed. Still

standing, he faced her.
“Tabby, look.” He looked at her straight in the face.

“I’m glad to know that my mom is alive. But look at it this
way, how many Kenyans have no idea if they will ever get
to meet their missing kins? It is a sad state of affair that the

Kenya National Dialogue and Reconciliation between the
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political parties which seeks to provide Kenya’s leaders
with a historic opportunity to step back from the brick,
reform and establish institutions that can help build long
tern stability. 1 am glad that a commission of inquiry on
political violence and an independent review committee on
the elections has been established. However, challenges
remain in ensuring that the institutions created actually
deliver accountability for recent and previous violence,
correct injustices ignored by previous administrations and
tackle the systematic failure of governance that gave rise to
the crisis. A particular challenge will arise because some of
those individuals implicated in recent and previous
episodes of politically motivated violence currently hold

public office.” He sighed.

“Look, Fenuku, would you let this problems rest for a

moment?” Tabby interrupted.

“You were yet to show me the response to your mother’s
mail.” She said, this time round, she felt the excitement in

her own voice.
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“We want to respond to it together, that’s why I am here.”

He said.

After a slight playful argument about which words should
be put where, which questions were not good for her and
whether they should inform her that he had a woman, they
eventually came up with something tangible, but they
agreed that it was going to be entirely Fenuku’s voice
because they wanted her to experience the Freudian
complex between mother and son. They didn’t want her to
have mixed feelings. Tabby wanted to be that surprise gift
from the son that maybe she wasn’t expecting. The mail

read,
“Mommy,

I can’t get the right words to express how | feel after
hearing from you. | am so super excited. The Bible talks of
miracles; to me you are that perfect miracle that has
happened at that point in life when | had lost all hope of
ever set my eye on you again. | am pleased to inform you
that 1 managed to find my way out from Kenya, even

though it wasn’t easy. As I respond to your mail right now,
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I’m in Ghana, my motherland. I may not give you all the
details right now because | want to keep you expectant of
the news | hold until that opportune time of our reunion. |
have never stopped loving you even amidst the fears | had,

every time | thought I would never set my eye on you again.

| want to assure you that it will not take much time before
I organize for your travelling back. I'm comfortable
because | found our house in good condition and began life
anew. Last week I landed a job, and the moment | earn my
first salary, | will make sure I bring you back home. I love
you so much mom, Hugs. Kindly keep in touch until that

opportune moment we set our eye on each other.
God bless you.”

Fenuku might have sunk himself deep in the happenings in
Kenya. Even here, barricaded behind hedges and
bludgeoned by politeness, he followed up what was
happening back in Kenya. At night, in his home that was
more of a monastic cell, he sat up, long into the night,
listening to live streamed news from his social media

accounts. Back in Kenya, even though everything was
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slowly getting back to normalcy a few people who afforded
food stock piled it, put up black out shades and learnt to
live like moles in the dark. He pitied his mother, who fled
the country with nothing.

At the thought of this, his broad shoulders slopped
downwards, as if posture was too much to think about with
all that was on his mind. His thinning hair was unkempt
that evening. His broad nose appeared flattened like a
spatula. On this exceptionally hot afternoon, he was in a
wrinkled white shirt, with sleeves rolled up, a tie hung
loosely tied around his fraying collar and his corduroy
pants were in need of laundering. He clutched his bag in
one hand.

L‘Tabby’79

She nodded, swallowing hard. Maybe because he appeared
like he was to leave.

“Can I process Mom’s air ticket? I will be wright back.”

Fenuku sat up. He hadn’t heard her mother approach, but

she was beside her now, frowning. There was a strange
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sound in the room. Dust and huge lamps of cement fell
from the ceiling. Plates and cups clattered from the kitchen,
making a sound like that of clattering teeth. Shadows
passed in front of the leaded glass display windows, at the

entrance: a hundred of them.
“People? So many of them?” She wondered.

Chidnma went to the door. Fenuku slid off his stool and
followed him. As she opened the door, they saw a crowd

running across the street, filling the sidewalks.
“What in the world?” Chidnma muttered.

Fenuku pushed past his mother, elbowed his way into the
crowd. A man bumped into him so hard that he almost
stumbled, and he did not even apologize. More people

rushed past him.

“What is it? What has happened?” He asked a wheezing

man who was trying to break through from the crowd.

“The police are shooting to kill. The Kenyan police are

"9

here. You must run for your dear life
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Chidnma, who was following closely scoffed. “Kenya

police in Ghana killing? Impossible!”

Fenuku ran away, bobbling from side to side, sweating
profusely, weaving, his hands fisting and unfisting at his
sided, Chidnma following him at a close range.

“We must get home.” Chidnma shouted. “It can’t be true

that the men in uniform are here!”

“The worst, in this day, can always be true.” Fenuku

responded grimly. “Stay close to me.” He added.

Chidnma had never witnessed such a panic, all up and
down the street, lights were coming on, vehicles were
starting and doors were slamming shut. People screamed to
one another and reached out trying to stay connected in the

melee.

Chidnma stayed close to her son. The pandemonium in the
street eventually slowed down because the streets were too
crowded to navigate, so everyone had to walk. It was
nearing midnight when they finally made it home. At their

apartment, it took Fenuku two tries before opening the
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door. Even though they had managed to escape, his hands

were shaking profusely.
“Fenuku? Are you okay?”
Tabby’s voice awoke him from the midday sleep.

“So it was all but a dream?” He thought. He stood up from

the chair and rushed to the bathroom.

“Tabby, we are to receive Maa.”
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

APPIAH CHIDINMA

Chidimma glanced at her left and saw the policeman who
was chasing after her seated in an open clumsy ghetto hotel,
taking some tea. For the very first time she saw him clearly.
He was laky, wiry as an apostrophe mark. This time, he
wasn’t dressed in police uniform. Instead, he was in clothes
that appeared to have come from a beggar’s bin. Chidnma
did not expect him to show up looking so clumsy but she
did not say anything. Beneath his fraying cup, his face was
scruffy, sharp and unshaken. He had a wide brow, a
pronounced chin and deep-set brown eyes that were
heavily lashed. The look in those eyes was as sharp as the
point of his chin and revealed a kind of clarified hunger.
Unlike before, this time, he didn’t scare her. Not at all,
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maybe for the reason that she had developed a thick skin
and wasn’t given to fear and anxiety. Or, that he did not
appear like he would harm even a fly. He grinned
crookedly when he spotted her, gave her a loop sided look.
For a minute or so, he stared at her, raised his eyebrows, as

if to ask, “scared?” Chidnma woke up. She was dreaming.

She stood at attention. She tried to comprehend where she
specifically was and what she was doing. She looked tired
and sick. Her body had grown twice thinner than it always
was. She gave into her dizziness and toppled over. She

looked around and realized that she was at the hospital.

“Damn!” She said, in what she thought was a whisper, but
the nurse attached to her heard her. The door opened and

she flung in the room like a flash of lightening.

“Chidimma. What could be the problem? You are not
resting. You shouldn’t be standing.” The nurse said in a

scolding tone.

“I’m afraid I will die if I lay down. Look, I’m so weak. For

three weeks now, we’ve not eaten anything. Not because
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we didn’t have the appetite, but because there was nothing
to be eaten at the camp.” She said and tried to smile. The
faint smile made her look as thin as a match stick with hip
bones that showed like knuckles beneath her shapeless
dress. She was almost entirely bald when she removed her
head scuff and threw it on the bed. She neither had
eyebrows nor eye lashes. The skin at her neck and along
her arms was wrinkled, making her look three times her

age.
“Come. Follow me slowly if you can.”

The nurse said as she led her out of the room through the
strange crowd of silence, towards an adjacent room which
had a neatly made bed, a chair and a table. On top of the
table was a flower vase with fresh looking flowers. The
nurse held Chidinma’s hand as she slowly stepped in and
steered her gently to the chair where she sat and dutifully
put her hands in her laps. Her lungs ached and burnt with
every breath she drew and a headache pounded inside her
skull. The nurse gave her a cup of porridge, which she took

quietly. Upon finishing, she appeared lively.
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“How do you feel now?” The nurse asked.

“Much better.” She responded trying to smile. The smile
made her eyes look extremely bigger than their normal

size.

“I’'m glad. Well, having gotten the results of the medical
tests we carried out when you arrived here, I am glad to tell
you that save for the evident skin disease from the camp
and the dry cough, you are not sick. You are just hungry,
and your immune system is responding to the inadequate
sugars in your body.” She said this with a smile. Chidnma
looked around, tried to open her mouth as if to say
something but did not. Seemingly, the nurse was listening

to the unsaid.

“You will be discharged tomorrow.” She said after a
moment of silence. Chidnma looked up. Her eyes blank
and bleary.

“Back to the camp?” She asked.

“N00000.” The nurse said. Tapping her shoulder gently.

“Do you remember telling me that you received an email
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from your son who is in Ghana? We have been in touch,
and we shall be helping you travel back to Ghana tomorrow
because you have shown a tremendous improvement in

your health.”

Chidnma blinked slowly, trying to think. Her headache was

growing into a migraine.

“Where did you say I’m going to?”” She asked, looking like

she had not understood what the nurse had tried to explain.

“Ghana. Where your son, Fenuku, is. You are going to see

him. He is alive and eagerly waiting for you.”
“Really?” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“Yes. And if all goes well like he informed me, if you
regain your energy fully by tomorrow, he will send the air

ticket.”

“OMG! I am so happy to hear this. I thought I had dreamt
about having spoken to my son Fenuku. I am so happy!”
She exclaimed, tears rolling down her cheeks. This seemed
to have given her energy because for once, she stood up on
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her own, moved in circles as she praised the Lord. She
couldn’t wait for the next day. Dreaming had become part
of her. On this day, she was sitting on a white bench,
dressed up in white when Fenuku showed up holding a
flower. In his company was a beautiful young woman,
whom she introduced as the wife. She asked him why she
did not inform him that he was getting married. Fenuku did
not seem to have an answer, he just smiled and extended
the beautiful flower to her. This is for love. The love we
have for you. The love of God for keeping you safe for us.
The love you have for us that you had to cope. She
stretched her hand, picked the flower of love from her son.
Just when she was about to smell the rose, she heard a
knock.

“So it was a dream!” She thought.

Time had moved with speed. The morning she was to travel
back to Ghana was here. She went to the bathroom, on her
own. The nurse noted that she was strong enough to support
herself. Together they left the hospital through the hind
door, maybe so as not to discourage other refugees, who
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were yet to recover from the hunger disease they had
picked from the refugee camp. When they got outside, a
row of automobiles from the Red Cross waited to transport
survivors to the airport. Reportedly, some people from the
refugee camp ended up losing their lives. As they waited
for Chidinma’s turn, Chidnma and the nurse stood together,
tucked close as they had always done for the few days
Chidnma had been attended to by the kind hearted nurse.
They had become good friends.

A bright faced young lady from the Red Cross team in
uniform came to where they were standing and smiled to

them.
“International departures group?” She asked.

The nurse lifted her hands swiftly and cupped Chidinma’s
wrinkled face.

“I will miss you.” She whispered, then turned to the Red
Cross attendant,

“We are here.” She said softly.
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“She looks sick and weak. Is she travelling today?”

“I am not sick. | am not weak either. | believe | can travel.
| was just hungry. Look! This caring young lady has fed
me and given enough drinks for the journey.” Chidnma

interrupted.
As if to intervene, the nurse said,

“She is strong enough to travel. You know, she has the
heart of a lion to have survived all these tribulations. |

believe she is fit for travel. She made it, against all odds.”

Chidnma had heard those words of having made it in the
past two or three days. When the Red Cross team arrived
to liberate them from the camp at near death point, those
three words were on their lips. Chidnma felt some slight
relief when she first heard them, after all the cold, the
hunger, the noise from the insects at night, the diseases, the
degradation, the deterioration of their health: she had
survived. Though she wondered how her life would have
been like if she had not heard from Fenuku, her son, she
was determined not to go back to the weak self she had
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grown into while at the refugee camp. She smiled to the
nurse, gave her a last goodbye and stepped into the Red

Cross vehicle slowly, to Entebbe international Airport.

In the plane, Chidnma pretended not to notice how people
stared at her. She tried to sit up straight but she couldn’t.
She tried to make herself comfortable in whichever
position, her body ached. Her head pounded terribly.
However, she decided not to attract the attention of the
flight attendants. For her son, she had to be strong, even if
it meant feigning strength. She listened to what her body
wanted, she realized she was hungry, but she didn’t know

exactly what she was craving for.

“Had she been raped while still unconscious?” She
thought.

This was basically, because she harbored the signs of a
pregnant woman. She dismissed the thought and instantly
gulped the soft drink she had been served by the flight
attendants. She felt better. Just a little better, then she
slumped sideways and rested her head against the window.

She closed her eyes and in no time, she was asleep,
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dreaming feverishly of a clattering ride in a bus, trying to
run away from the unknown, of babies crying and women
trying to recklessly sooth them, of teenagers running away
from bullets and their mothers helplessly following them,
not knowing what to do then a military plane, from
nowhere, saves them from the unseen enemy. Suddenly,
she jotted awake. She was so disoriented. It took her a
moment to remember that she was very safe and travelling
back to her homeland Ghana to reunite with her son
Fenuku. She dabbed at her forehead with the end of her
sleeve, her fever was back, and she however noticed that
despite the fever, she felt strong and stable. She got to her
feet, took her small luggage from the overhead bin and
shuffled painfully from the plane. As she stepped down on
the platform, she tightly held the rail of the plane trying to

stabilize her feet for movement.

“T won’t allow Fenuku to realize that I am sick.” She

thought.

She saw Fenuku. He had been waiting for her in the

company of a young, extremely beautiful woman. Her face
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was all smiles and kept looking at Fenuku as she talked to

him.

“Who could that be?”” Chidnma thought. She couldn’t resist
the temptation of waving to them. Fenuku saw her wave
and he was paled, maybe because she had finally arrived or

because she looked deteriorated health wise.

“Mamaaa!” He screamed while headed towards her
direction, with Tabby’s hand clasped in his. Chidnma
raised her bony hand in greeting after the lengthy tight hug
from her son. Fenuku cupped her hollow cheeks in his

hands, ignoring the extended hand and whispered,
“Welcome back home.”

If he noticed her mother’s deteriorated state of health, he

did not comment.

“Home.” Chidnma repeated the unexpected word several
times as if in disbelief. At that particular time, she could
not bring up any images to associate with the so-called
home. Her thoughts were so jumbled up. All the same,

what mattered was that she was alive and after a long time,
187



she had seen her son. They walked slowly from the runway,

towards the international arrivals.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
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THE RE-UNION

CHIDNMA APPIAH was the most beautiful woman
Tabby had set her eye on, despite her deteriorated state of
health. She had a dark smooth flawless skin and the first
thing she noted was that she possessed the prettiest
infectious smile that shown brightly at ease. Although she
wasn’t as tall as her son, she had a humongous butt and pert
breasts that made her physique perfect in every way. Her
perfectly toned skin and cellulite free thighs supported by
her long killer legs were notable instantly. As if that wasn’t
enough, she had a waist that would make fellow women

jealous at a glance.

Tabby vividly remembered the events at the airport when

Chidnma arrived. As expected, Fenuku, to her mother, was
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a sight for sore eyes. Chidnma smiled when she saw him.
She did not know Tabby was in Fenuku’s company.
Chidnma tried to run towards him but her legs or energy
must have failed her. Even with the broadest smile, the pain

on her face was easy to see.

“Mummy, finally!” He sounded like an extremely excited

child.
“It is God son, it is God!”

She responded in what to Tabby sounded like a trembling
voice. Tabby had not met her before and as such, she was
not going to judge her behaviour. However, she kept
hoping that at the drop of a hat, Fenuku would offer her
words of comfort to have her relax. On the contrary,
Fenuku was a man of very few words and just like Tabby
had feared, he said nothing. Instead, tears rolled
uncontrollably down his cheeks. Tears of joy, tears of re-
union, tears of the purest mother son love. Tabby kept
wishing he said something that would put a smile on his
mother’s face because she looked tired and withdrawn and

also, for the reason that he had been informed that his
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mother had been buried alive, together with several other

women, who were anti system.

“Meet Tabby.” Those were the very first words he said to

the mother.

Turning her eyes towards Tabby and slowly loosening her
embrace, she gave her a sweet look every mom would give

a would-be daughter-in-law that she adored, and smiled.

“Pleasure to meet you, Tabby! Her face muscles had
loosened and she looked bright and genuinely happy this

time.

“Pleasure to meet you Ma.” Tabby addressed the way
Fenuku did every time they talked about her. She extended
the greeting with her left hand supporting the right one
because Mama had taught them that such a gesture was

symbolic of respect.

“Tabby is a Kenyan woman. I met her on board when
fleeing the country for reason that her family had still been
targeted, even after her mother and sisters had been killed

during the violence. Her father supported a political party
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that was not popular in her region. She and her father are
the only survivors of the violence. She is in the country for
her PhD in comparative literature as she waits for things to

go back to normal.”

As he explained this to his mother, Tabby’s eyes were
glued to him as though they wanted to find out something

untold from what he was saying.
“Did you say she is a PhD student?”” Chidnma asked.

“Yes Ma,” he said this with a nod and an expressionless

face.

“Interesting! A well-schooled girl, yet very humble.” She
muttered, while extending her hands in readiness for an
embrace. Tabby moved closer in reciprocation of the

embrace.
“Thank you, Ma,” She responded.

“Tabby is a wonderful woman.” Fenuku added.

*k%k
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Her motherly and tender hug reminded Tabby of Mama.
Back in the day, she had always topped the class.
Something nasty happened when she was in form two. She
realized a drastic drop in her studies. When schools closed
after term one, she looked at her results and wept. Tabby
remembered that she did take her report card to her parents.
She had to get a reason for not going back home with a
report card. As such, she lied that their class teacher was
bereaved and their stream was requested to be patient for

their results had not been processed. She won.

Her parents gave her a benefit of doubt, maybe for reason
that she had always topped her class. Having done this, she
promised herself that she was going to work very hard to
redeem herself at the end of the second term exam. That
was not the case. Once again, she failed terribly. It dawned
on her that she had been writing love letters in response to
the letters she received every weekend from a boy in a
neighboring school and the love letters were taking a toll
on her and her studies. She was to gather courage and take
the report card home this time, even though she knew very

well that her parents were going to be so disappointed.
193



What she did not expect was that they could hurriedly
create time, go to school to discuss her performance with

the teachers.

On arrival, two days after schools had re-opened for term
three, Tabby was asked to see her class teacher in her
office. At that particular time, she couldn’t gather why the
class teacher needed to see her because she was a very
disciplined girl. Her heart leapt in shock when got into the
class teacher’s office and landed her big round eyes on

Mama and Papa.

She was asked what was troubling her, a question whose
answer was so clear to her but she had made up her mind
not to disclose it. So, in response, she said she too did not
understand. She kept her fingers closed praying that her
parents will not inform her teacher that she had not taken

home her report card the previous term.
“How did she perform the previous term?” Papa asked.

Fear eclipsed Tabby when she heard question. She did not

know what was going to happen next. Her heart beat was
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triple the normal beat. At that time, she only prayed for a

miracle.

“Let me confirm after we handle the issue at hand.” The

class teacher said.

The issue at hand was that Tabby had dropped. She was
asked to explain why. Her lips would not move, her mouth
ran dry and her knees failed her as well. She felt week
inside out. She only stared at them like a cat begging for

milk.

“What is it that we don’t do? We have always given you
everything to make sure that you are comfortable in class
and the only thing you need to do in appreciation is to give
us good results!” Mama said these words while slapping

her everywhere with her strong hand.

Papa did not spare her either. He demanded that she tells
them what the problem was because according to him,
Tabby knew why she was dropping. To have the day come
to an end, Tabby told them that a form four student from a
neighboring school had declared his love for her and that
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she kept thinking about him day and night. Every time she
tried to read, she had a mental image of him and this

distracted her a lot.

Tabby was asked to run to class, bring the letters the boy
had written to her and give them to her class teacher. On
arrival, she was made to read the love letters to her parents
and the class teacher. It was a big shame; she was so
embarrassed but she did not have any other option but read.
As if that was not enough, she was asked to leave with her
parents for two weeks for breaching the school rules or
better still, it was a good opportunity for her to get married

if she wanted to.

Tabby had to choose between love and academics for the
two weeks she was home. Her class teacher asked her write
an apology letter, stating that she was in a relationship and
promise to drop it and focus on her studies when she comes
back.

Immediately they left the school gate, without a word,

Mama opened his arms wide, like Fenuku’s mother had
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done that evening and embraced her tightly, for a minute,

without saying a word.

“Tabby, I love you so much. | want you to know that we
have nothing against you. Our aim is to see that you are
succeeding in your studies.” She eventually said. The hug
was so warm and reassuring. Tabby looked at Papa, as
though expecting something from him. Something which
she did not have a clue of. She looked at him a second time,
and this time round, their eyes met.

“Don’t embarrass Papa next time Tabby.” Mama said.
“I promise, Papa.” She responded with some air of guilt.
“Ok. Come.” He said, looking at her.

Tabby fell in his warm, wide embrace like a two-year-old.
She felt true love, she felt protected. For a moment, she
wondered why she had allowed a boy to tell her how he
loved her in the first place. She felt deep detachment from
him. She promised herself that she was going to send him
an email that very evening, because he had told her that he

could read mails anytime when in school. He was a
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computer student and the computer lab at his school had

Wi-Fi. The mail read as below
Kevo,

“Good evening. | am writing to inform you that the letter |
received from you yesterday should be the last. As | write
this mail, I am home with my parents because | have been
suspended from school for two weeks because of the affair
| have had with you. This has taken a toll on me and | am
so drained emotionally. Should you have feelings for me,
kindly direct them elsewhere if you can’t wait because I am
not sure | can handle emotional torture like the one | have

had to deal with today. Bye.’
Tabby.

The mail was never responded to. Tabby was certain it was
delivered because she never received any other letter from

him.

*k*k
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Well, Tabby did not know exactly how long she had been
in Fenuku’s mothers embrace as her thoughts had taken
back the hand of time, but all she gathered was that Appiah
was a very good woman, a woman who would easily forget
what she was going through and take care of another

woman’s daughter’s emotional well-being.

“Tabby, I am very sorry for the nasty experience you have
been through. I want you to be happy because | am a
mother. You can always count on me whenever you need a
shoulder to lean on and for as long as you live in this tough

world of every man for himself.” She remarked.

Tears ran down Tabby’s cheeks like a swollen river trying
to escape the weight of it flow. She tried as much as she
could to control them in vain. But again, something
reminded her that even as she cried, she had to be strong
for Fenuku and the mother because they had equally gone
through a lot. She pinched herself and swore not to bring

bad memories to them.
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“Thank you, Ma.” Tabby said with a plastic smile. A plastic
smile not because she pretended to love them but because

the memory of Mama had just worked out her emotions.

“I know all shall be well.” Of Couse Tabby was not very
confident while saying this, but was cognizant of the fact
that at a time, all people want to hear is a word that

reassures and comforts them.
“Thank you, my daughter,” she said.

Tabby smiled at that for one particular reason; she had
automatically become her daughter and not Tabby as she
had initially referred to her. This gave her more joy for a
reason she did not understand.

“Let’s get going. We have rested. We shall catch up more

from the hotel.” Fenuku said.

Tabby realized that they had been glued at that point after
picking Mama from the run way for close to an hour

without their intention.

“Oh, yeah. Sure.” She responded with a nod of acceptance.
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“Ma, allow me to carry your bag.” With a smile, she
handed Tabby a bag that looked dirty and overly used.
Considering where she had come from, Tabby was not
judgmental.

“The taxi man must be wondering. Let’s try to hurry up.
We have kept him waiting for long.” Tabby loved the
command in Fenuku’s voice and how authoritative he
ordered them. They instantly obeyed and got moving. What
a precious piece of a person he was! She thought as they
walked towards the taxi, not very far from where they had

been glued.

As they walked towards the taxi, Tabby’s head reminded
her the day Fenuku told her that his mother had always
asked him to marry an educated woman who would support
him financially and take care of the bills. As he led the way,
his mother held Tabby’s hand as though if she let it go, she
would instantly vanish in the thin air. Fenuku had ceased
being her mother’s only baby because it looked like Tabby
had completely replaced him, but that was very okay for

him. To Tabby, that was a sign of immeasurable pure love.
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In a few minutes, they left the airport, to a hotel Fenuku
had booked for the three of them. They had a sumptuous
meal amidst laughter and shared memories of the past.
Thereafter, Ma had to retire early because she had been
travelling the whole day and she was tired, even though she
wasn’t saying it. Fenuku asked Tabby to escort her to her
room. While there, they were, two women who were
virtually strangers to each other, except for two things they
had in common: they had lost their loved ones and were all
trying to move on. Judging from this, they were going to
need each other’s emotional and physical support to the

end.

As she lay in bed silently, she recounted how she and the
rest had been turned into political prisoners and how
hundreds of Kenyans had been deported into the refugee
camps in Uganda and other parts of Africa. She
remembered how their already full camp had to receive
children from orphanages from Kenya when the
orphanages were forcefully emptied and the children
occupants sent to refugee camps against their will alone.

No one felt secure. On the day the first lot of children
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joined them at a refugee camp in Uganda, Chidnma stood
on a busy Kampala highway, ready to cross to the other
side in search for food, but before her ratty, wooden soled
shoe hit the cobblestone, a whistle shrieked. She had
backed into the shade of a jacaranda tree, with its purple

flowers spread across the road.

Uganda, just like Kenya, had become a women and
children screaming arena. There was noise from all
corners, especially in the capital of Kampala, basically
because that’s where homeless Kenyans were damped.
Chidnma remembered whistles blaring, shotguns firing,
lories rumbling and Ugandan soldiers shouting all over the
streets as they tried to calm the wailing children. The tide
of the violence had shifted to the neighboring countries and
the extremely violent Kenyan police had been sent to
Kampala, to help restore some normalcy, but evidently,
they had failed to drive the refugees back to where they
came from. Great losses had spurred the Kenyan refugees
in Uganda to aggression because as at when they had
decided to run, the Kenyan police had massacred more than

five hungered Kenyans from their motherland. Uganda felt
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a little safe because even with the commotion witnessed,
the police were not allowed to kill. The shoot to kill order

was to only work in Kenya.

A Ugandan police troupe arrived and some little order was
restored in Kampala. As soon as it was calm, Chidnma
remembered having crossed the street and merged into the
crowd of the Ugandan soldiers who had gathered on the
other sidewalk. She kept her gaze downward for she feared
that Kenyan police might identify her and maybe throw her
to the Kenyan authorities. Her clothing was a worn-out
sweater, the only one she had because the rest of the items
had been confiscated from them. She by-passed long
queues of women and small children who wanted some

bread a juice.

“But where exactly was she going to?” She could not
remember, but she was determined not to queue along other
Kenyan refugees for her case was different. She had been

branded a criminal.

Food rations for the refugees had been cut again and again,

as such, standing there, making herself vulnerable and end
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up missing the bread did not sound wise for her. She
walked on towards the remote side of town, where she was
to pick bread thrown by the rich families and feed her
hungry stomach. All she wanted was the energy to breathe
for another day. As she walked along, she saw piles of
property, furniture, electronics, clothes and other valuable
things that had been taken from the people who had been
deported. Police have the same traits in Africa at large. She
thought.

Having picked large chunks of bread and other food left
over from the bins, she took a seat among the ones that had
lined up along the road and she was watched over by the
statues of Museveni, she waited impatiently for only God
knows what. Then she saw a man in Kenyan police
uniform, sitting at a table in front of a café that was directly
opposite where she was sitting. He was bent over a piece
of paper, writing furiously. Chidnma sunk in the seat as if
to hide. She felt weary. “Every place had become
dangerous. There was no free zone.” She thought, but did

not move.
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“Chidnma.”

She looked up. The soldier was right where she was sitting.
He looked aged in the last few months; they all had.
Deprivation, hunger, despair and fear had left their marks
on him, despite his position as a police officer, in charge of
security for Kenyans. He was so thin that his head seemed
too big for his body. Chidnma reached forward, clasped her

hands around his wrists.

“Please don’t tell them you found me. Please, I beg.” She
said in a tired voice, her weak physic almost kneeling

down.
“Some tea?” The officer asked.

Chidnma shook her head.

“I am for peace. I am tired with the violence and the
suffering of my country people. Look at me. Even after
killing people and torching their houses, am | any happy?
Am | any different from you? No Chidnma. It’s the reason
I came with the Red Cross team to rescue my country

people from the suffering | have been watching over the
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news. You look sick and tired, but, the question is this. Do
I look any better? The answer is no. Go back to the camp,
notify all people that some police are humane. Explain that
I intend to use the little money | have to treat you and by

all means, ensure your safety. See you in a week’s time.”

Chidnma did not believe him in the first place. However,
true to his word, he had come for their rescue.
Unfortunately, on the day he arrived, Chidnma was sick
and unconscious. She regained her senses a few days after

she had been in the hospital.

“God bless this kind soul. Maybe I would be dead from the
outbreak of malaria and pneumonia that had been detected
at the camp. Maybe I wouldn’t have set my eye on Fenuku.
God bless him abundantly.” She spoke to herself, faced the
wall and slept. Slept smiling for she was sure that the
reunion with Fenuku was the best thing that ever happened

to her in the longest time possible.

When Tabby came back downstairs after seeing Maa to
bed, Fenuku was getting impatient. He was sitting, his eyes

focusing at the entrance. When he saw Tabby, he stood up,
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hugged her tightly and for a minute or two, he still hadn’t
let the hug go.

“Do you want your own room?”” He asked jokingly. Tabby
did not respond. Fenuku sighed, upon seeing the answer in
her affronted look. Eventually, she told him that she was
grateful for the offer, but was of a contrary opinion. They
had to be together, even if it meant half a night before
Chidnma joined them for breakfast. They weren’t married,
so sleeping together as husband and wife in the presence of
their mom would have been a sign of disrespect. However,
Tabby realized that Fenuku no longer pushed her away.
And now, here, there was an invitation for a passionate
night. Indeed, in the past, his mother’s absenture was
taking a toll on him. His instant change of attitude gave
Tabby hope that someday, when everything would have

turned to normalcy, they will make a very good couple.

“By the way, have you talked to Papa?” Trying to slightly
change the mood, Fenuku asked.

“I have tried to reach him this morning but he is yet to

respond to my mail. You know, his life is a series of hidden
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rooms, and dusty mattresses and hidden strangers,” she

said.
“I know you miss him,” he said.

Tabby found herself thinking about the past suddenly,
wishing she could just have the past behind her: let go off
the past. She definitely missed Papa so much.

“Well.” He left her embrace and took his seat.

Tabby noticed his manhood had hardened. “Are you okay?

She acted like she wasn’t aware of what was happening to
his body.

“I am okay Tabby, save for some adrenaline rush in my
body, occasioned by your tender touched and embrace,” He

smiled.

“Come,” he said. Tabby moved close to where he was
sitting, unbuttoned the sleeves of her shirt, looked at him

seductively and smiled.

That night, Tabby shared a room with Fenuku. For the third

time from the time they met, they made it up for
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themselves. Even though she had to wake up at 4am and
rush to her room, this time, it was intentionally slow,
romantic, gentle sweet thrusts, almost all through the night.

They woke up glowing, with an air of excitement.
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THE REFUGEE CAMP

“Ma, tell me about your savior, I mean, how exactly did
you know that you were supposed to be on the run?” This
was the question Fenuku asked his mother when he had
eventually settled her in her matrimonial home in Accra,

the following day.

The question took Chidnma way back in time. She
remembered how she had carefully peeled through the
crowd headed to nowhere in particular. All around her,
people were sitting around in grass or sleeping beneath
blankets. She could hear others moving, whispering.
Hundreds of them on the far side of the field, she found a
trail that ran south a low stone wall. Turning onto it, she

found herself alone. She paused, letting the feel of the settle
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through her, calm her. Then she began walking again, after
a mile or so, the trail led her into a copse of spindly trees.
She was deep in the woods, trying not to focus on the pain
in her toe, the ache in her stomach and the dryness in her
throat. Then, she smelled smoke and roasting meat.
Hunger stripped her resolve and made her careless. She
saw the orange glow of the fire and moved towards it. At
last, she realized her danger and stopped. A twig snapped

beneath her foot.

“You may as well come over.” Said a male voice. “You

move like an elephant all alone, through the woods!”

Chidnma froze. She knew she’d been stupid. There could

be danger here for a woman alone.
“If I wanted you dead, you’d be dead.”

That was certainly true. He could have come across her in
the dark and slit her throat. She’d been paying attention to
nothing except the gnawing in her empty stomach and the

aroma of the roasting meat.

“You can trust me.”
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She stared into darkness, trying to make him out. She
couldn’t. She moved close to him and realized that he had
the pale, unwholesome look of someone who never knew
where his next meal was coming from and yet he was

offering her food.
“Sit,” he said.

She sat across him in the grass. He leaned around the fire
and offered her a bottle of sweet red wine. She took a long

gulp and handed the bottle back to him.

“What a pretty drunk you are!” He laughed.
She didn’t know what to say in response to that.
He smiled.

She shrugged upon learning that all this had been in her

dream.

“Should I share this with Fenuku?”” She thought. She made

up her mind, there was no need to.
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“Im indebted to God.” She said this in response to
Fenuku’s question... This time, with an evidently genuine

smile that shown from the eyes.

“I know Ma, but how exactly did God come through? I

want to know.” Fenuku asked.

“It is a miracle. On the day | went missing, | met a lady |
had not met before on my way back home. She requested
to urgently have my attention and from the look on her
face, | decided to give her an ear. She asked me to leave
my house immediately and go into hiding for they were
coming for me for the reason that your father, whom then
was a senior electoral ICT commissioner had disclosed a
lot of information to me and they were going to kill me.
She further explained that | had to be quick and we had no
time, my intuition asked me to believe her and act swiftly.
Since your father had been killed, I immediately gathered

how serious this issue was to be.

| decided to travel back to Ghana, it wasn’t possible for me
to use a flight, for the reasons | explained in detail in the

mail | sent you.”
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“You are such a sharp intelligent woman.” Tabby

interrupted.

“I had to be sharp for my son Fenuku. I knew he was to be
an orphan if | failed to escape as I had been instructed,” she
said.

“What happened after you crossed over to Busia?”’ Fenuku
asked.

“It was not a walk in the park as you may imagine. While
at the border, just before I crossed over to Uganda, | met
several other women at the border trying to cross over to
Uganda. Kenyan police were kind of pursuing them, amidst
shouts: Kill them! Kill Them! Kill them all! This was done
while pointing to a group of women who were trying to

escape to Uganda like myself.”
“How did you manage to escape Ma?” Tabby muttered.

“Of course, it was not easy. There was more screaming. |
panicked after a woman in the closest proximity to me was
shot on her right leg. When that happened, several other

women jumped from the busses parking close to where we
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were, fearing for their lives. At that particular point, my
energy had left me and | was trembling like a sick hen, 1
only hoped that the ground would open and swallow me.

But see, that was an impossibility.”

“Ma, that sounds scary. You are a strong woman to have
managed to cope.” Fenuku said in a voice as sweet and

bitter as burnt caramel.

“That was only but a start of the hardest life I recorded in
history. A Ugandan lady sported me from the crowed
because | was in a pair of trouser, pulled my hand and
directed me to her boutique, right adjacent to where we
were, gave me a maxi dress and a head scuff so that | was
identified as one of them. It helped a lot. | eventually
crossed the border with ease, and joined several other
women dumped in a tiny room like baggage. | crouched in
that dump stifling space. My clothes were soaked in sweat
and | was gasping for air following the congestion in that

tiny room. I even thought that was the end of me.”

She stared in the air as she tried to fight back tears that

freely flowed down her cheeks. Tabby moved close to her,
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embraced her, allowing her right hand to move gently up

and down her back.

“Ohnooo! I feel your pain Ma!” Tabby said, tilting her face
towards her. If Fenuku had a question or a comment, he did
not express any of them. Instead, he looked at his mother
with an expressionless face, the usual way men behave

when they don’t want their mind read.

“What happened after that?” Tabby asked again because
she really wanted to know.

“The Uganda government was aware of the refugees in her
land and had set up tents for women refugees because they
were the most vulnerable. Before we were taken to the
camps, we had been crumpled in that tiny room, almost a
hundred of us to the extent that the door was no longer
passable. We crouched in the cramped stifling space. The
head of the camp finally arrived and requested to address

2

us.

“I know you are scared and you should be.” He retorted.

It’s gotten out of control in your beloved country but it’s
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safer here. The law will not allow them to cross over and

kill you from here.”

“That statement must have stirred some hope. Right? How
exactly did you feel when you were assured of your

safety?” Tabby asked with a sigh, swallowing hard.

“The man in charge of the camps must have seen how we
had panicked because he came up with a solution very
quickly. He told us that he was going to take us to the
camps and that was going to be our home for the period we
shall be refugees in Uganda. He reminded us that life was
not going to be easy considering that we are used to the
comfort of our houses but we must be grateful that at least,
our lives had been spared. After his speech, he requested

us to board the tracks to the camps.”

Tabby noted that Fenuku had been following his mom’s
narration with a concentration she had not seen him with

before.
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“Fe, Ma is back. Can I see a smiling face for Ma please?”
She asked, turning her head towards him and having her

eyes deliberately meet his.
He smiled back.

“How was life at the camp?”” He asked. Tabby was happy
because at least she had triggered him to ask a question.

“Before I share the very hard life | have endured at the
camp, let me begin by letting you know what happened

when we arrived.”

She responded with a belly laugh. A laughter that was so

infectious that it got all of us laughing.
“When we arrived,” She began,

“It was already dark. I couldn’t guess the exact time
because we neither had watches nor phones that would
enable us to confirm time. We were led to the darkest
hallway. Our eyes followed the beam of light from the
torch our host had. Sooner than later, we arrived at an
expansive field with two big tents that looked like
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temporary houses. I did not want to imagine how all of us
would possibly fit in them. We did not have an option. We
got in, packed together, with each tent accommodating
approximately fifty women. Our host reminded us to be
completely silent since making noise would attract wild
animals. | nodded in agreement but noted that my tent

mates looked like they did not hear anything.”

“Ma, that was tough.” Tabby said this with a frail voice
since her promise of being strong for her looked like it was

not going to work. “Did they even care to give you a meal?”
She asked.

“We were given a loaf each, and that was it! No water, no
soft drink. But guess what, it was better than nothing, since

it had been a whole day of hunger.”

She said this while laughing, paused for a sip of water and

continued.

“When we had eaten, we shut the temporary doors on the
tents and stood in complete darkness, our bodies pressing
against each other. The musky heat of our breath, sweat
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mingled and made us feel like we were going to faint the
next minute. We tried to sit but as it were, there wasn’t
enough room for any sought of movement. We stood the
whole night and that was the very first time | had closed
my eyes for sleep when standing. Even though | thought |
had slept, I listened to the songs of crickets all night long

and to our own labored breathing.”

This time, tears rolled down her cheeks as she narrated this.
Tabby thought it was enough details she’d given them;
however, she did not know how to ask her to stop since this

was the only opportunity she had for venting.

“Above all, we became a family. A family of souls lost so
far away from their homeland. Along our interaction and
staying together, we composed a song that united us. It was

a song that defined us. Allow me to sing it for you.”
The world is war
And peace is like children in a crowd

In some places, it is lucky to breathe
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In others, it sits on the shoulders of war
That one thinks there’s peace,

Yet at others, it is war all over

The world is a scrambling arena

Mam is standing on man’s throat for water
And man is sitting on a man’s back for food

Everywhere, the weak languish and the strong order and
feed

You have looked and not seen,
Because it is not meant to be seen
Some war is like the still air. There. But you can see it.

Like Africa. And the attacks on their economies. It unties,

it grows, you couldn’t see
But you could think
Why a continent so rich in resources
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Would be so poor and its leadership obscene and in the
west or East, countries like women. Of ancient days, frail

and without power

Tag on the feet of USA and Russia

Not to be left, to be abandoned.

At the mercy of either beast

Man has no peace, for so he wills it

Tragedy would have been typhoons or droughts
And we would have tried to avoid tears when they came
But tragedy is man punching man’s chin

And woman, and children

Man like pig

Has dirtied where he lives

For so he like it

For so alone he loves to be.
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“Ma, enough of this.” Fenuku said in what looked like a
whisper to Tabby. He then moved so close to where Ma
was sitting, knelt in front of her and opened his strong
manly arms for an embrace. Tabby watched in silence as
mom and son cried together silently, without saying a word
to each other. They embraced each other for quite some
good time that she wondered if they had forgotten that she
was part of them. Even as she watched with the feeling of
a stone in her throat that made it feel like it was going to
burst the next minute, she was very happy for them. She
decided to concentrate on the song that was playing in the
hotel, whose lyrics as indicated below reflected the

inhumanity around them.

What do you know unless you have been in the real world

and seen shit?

Unless you have walked your nerves to situations that

poked them?
Unless you have kissed lips you don’t trust deeply?

And looked in the eyes of someone and they lied?
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What do you know?

From your balcony,

From your room?

Cozy and clean.

If you haven’t dared the gods,

Looked up and screamed for dear mercy.

The real world,

The world where gods watch all grown men,
Molest children and do nothing!

Where manual laborers work until their skins pill off,
Where people rape other people’s consciousness,
So they are fucked for life.

What do you know?

Unless you have looked the raging bull in the eyes,
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Unless you have seen a mother from hospital,
With no child but towels,

And a husband walking far ahead,

Like he never went to pick her.

| laugh freely and loud,

Because | have looked at the deeds of the gods,
And man,

And everything around,

And found it all madness.

Tabby came back to her senses when she heard Fenuku’s

voice.

“Ma, you have overcome. We are back together. I am here
for you and you are here for us. Let us keep the good
memories as we try to forget the past.” He freed himself
from the embrace and signaled Tabby to move closer.

She was swift.
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“Without spoiling the moment, time has come for me to
confess that after soul searching and | am sure that the
decision | have made is good for me and for you. This is
because naturally, I rarely make wrong decisions. Ma, with
you as my witness, I wasn’t to take a bold step in my life

right now because all said and done, life must go on.”

Fenuku looked at Tabby without any expression on his face
and as such, it became so difficult for her to guess what he
was up to. She tried to search his eyes the usual way she
had done when she wanted the unsaid information from

him, this time round, she did not succeed.
“Tabby.”

Eventually, he called out on Tabby’s name and stared at
her seductively for a minute or two. Moved so close to her.
In his right hand, he had a beautiful golden ring, which all
along was eclipsed in a beautiful red box.

“Will you marry me?”

He asked her this question while kneeling on his right knee.

It was a marriage proposal. Tabby had not seen it coming,
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it caught her by immense surprise. She cried. She cried a
river. This was the man she truly loved. A man who had all
the qualities she had always wanted in a lifetime partner. A
man she had made a bold step of asking for his love, when
she thought he was taking ages to do it. A man, whom, a
few years ago, was a stranger to her but eventually turned
into a true friend and a confidant. Now he was to be her
husband, for eternity, her husband! Amidst deep

uncontrollable sobs, Tabby said yes.

He stood up, looked at the weak woman he had not seen in
Tabby before and gestured her to stand up from where she
was sitting. Once again, he held her so tightly in his
embrace, tighter than he had done before, gently kissed her
on the forehead, not sure for appreciation or for love, but

that moment, Tabby did not bother to question.

In that embrace, Ma held their heads and blessed the
chapter they had just opened. Her coming back had been a
blessing. That evening, Ma had to rest early. She did not
want to go out. To spice up their love, Tabby and Fenuku

attended a karaoke night event and sung along Judy
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Boucher’s song, ‘That night we met.” Their hearts melted,
they stared at each other in the eyes, with Fenuku’s arm on
Tabby’s waist and hers around his neck, they danced
sweetly to the blossoming love.
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A TRIP DOWN MEMORY LANE

A thousand thoughts, good and bad shuffled through
Tabby’s brain like a black jack deck. She sat upright,
listened to her heart. Memories of the last struggle before
she left the country for Ghana in search for peace were
evoked: memories of lost opportunities, memories of futile
regrets, of a million thwarted and hopes denied, of duties
neglected, of abused power and impotent hate, of dreams
cut short in the oblivion of annihilation and above all,
memories of Mama. She did not shade a tear for any of
them. She had cried enough and was not going to allow
herself go back.

Two memories stood out. On the day Mama and her

siblings were torched to death, for unknown reasons, she
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had to be taken into hiding. When her aunt talked to her
about this, her thoughts were so addled that she failed to
comprehend anything. To save on their time, she accepted
everything her aunt told her. This is exactly how she was
convinced to leave her home, to her aunt’s remote village,
very far away from where they lived, as they waited for the
burial of Mama and her siblings. With her small handbag
that contained some money which she couldn’t use because
all shops were closed, she slowly followed her aunt to

where she had packed her old car.

The old car that carried her together with her aunt and
children she had not met before did not seem to be moving.
As it moved along on a snail pace, Tabby was grateful for
the thick dust along the road for it coated the car’s windows
and obscured the terrible depressing scenes she kept
witnessing as the car moved slowly. The sight of torched
houses informed her that the situation was bad all over.
People were everywhere. In front of them and behind them.
So thick was the crowd that at some point the car could not
inch forward in fits and starts. It was like driving in a

swarm of bees that pulled a part for a second and then
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swarmed again. The sun was punishingly hot. It turned the
smelly car’s interior into an oven and beat down on men
and women outside who were shuffling towards...what? No
one knew exactly what was happening behind them or

where exactly safety lay.

The car lurched forward and stopped hard in the swarm of
people. Tabby hit the seat in front of her. The children who
had been dumped on the hind seat of the car were wailing,

calling their mothers’ names.
“Damn! We are out of petrol.” Screamed Tabby’s aunt.
“What!” Tabby exclaimed.

“Why are you shouting? Do you think it’s my fault? [ have
been standing at every filling station along the way. You

know I have. There’s no petrol”.

“I know aunty; | truly know that it has nothing to do with
you. But...well...what are we going to do? We are not safe

here,” Tabby said worriedly.
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“We have to find a place to stay overnight. But where to?
Perhaps I can convince a friend to come fetch us from here,

because we still have a long way to go.”

Tabby’s aunt opened the car’s door, being careful not to
hurt anyone ambling past and stepped out onto the little,

dusty duty road.

“See there. There’s a small town ahead of us. We can get a
room and a meal. Hopefully, in the morning, we shall be

able to move.”

Without commenting on her aunt’s suggestion, Tabby sat
upright. “Were they going to abandon the car at that spot?”
She thought.

“Do you think we can walk to that town?”” She asked her

aunt.

Her aunt turned around, she looked as drained and as tired
as Tabby felt.

“Perhaps. Come out of the car, with the children.” She
suggested.
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Tabby reached out for the valise at her feet. It was wedged
in tightly and required some effort to extricate. With a
grow! of determination. She finally yanked it free, opened
the door and stepped out. Immediately, she was surrounded
by people, pushed, shoved and cursed at. Someone tried to
yank her small bag out of her grasp. She fought for it, hung
on. As she clutched it so close to her body, a woman
walked past her, pushing a bicycle, laden with possessions.
The woman stared at Tabby hopelessly; her dark eyes

revealing exhaustion.

Someone else bumped into Tabby. She stumbled forward
and almost fell. The thicket of bodies in front of her saved
her from going down in the dust and dirt. She heard the
person beside her apologize. She was about to respond
when she remembered she’d not seen her aunt. She shoved

her way to the other side of the car crying out.
“Aunt, aunt....”

There was no response to her screams, just ceaseless
ponding of feet on the road. She called out another time,

again, her cry was lost in the thud of so many feet. People
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bumped her, pushed past her. If she fell down, she was to
be trampled and die there, alone, in the throng of
countrymen. Clutching her small bag tightly, she joined the
match to a destination she had no idea. She was still
walking hours later when night befell. Her feet ached,

blisters burnt with every step.

Hunger walked besides her, pocking her insistently with its
sharp little elbow, but what could she do about it? She had
packed for two- or three-day days’ village stay before she
could travel back to bury Mama and her sisters, not for an
endless exodus. She expected that this whole journey
would last for a few hours, she was wrong. For it was

horrible. Violence is a bad thing.

She remembered all these without dropping a single tear.
She had developed a thick skin. Details of how she
managed to travel back and attended Mama and her sisters’

burial are enough to write another book. Horrible!

On the other side of the coin were sweet memories. Mama
had been an extremist. Tabby clearly recounted the

memories she had of her, especially when her very first
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boyfriend dumped her for another woman. For justification
of the fact that getting engaged to Fenuku meant everything
to her, Tabby recalled one evening when she got home,
looking haggard as Mama later on told her. She had walked
straight to her room, without saying a word to anyone.
Even though she pretended to smile, pensiveness was
written all over her face. As it were, one can never hide any
feelings from anyone. Tabby had not been in her room for
ten minutes when she heard Mama’s footsteps. The gut
instinct told her that Mama was going to her room. She was
very right. When still struggling to fight back her tears,
Tabby heard a knock at the door. Even before asking her to
get in, she flung it open, got in with a ‘what again is the

problem look,” written all over her face.

In the shortest words, Tabby told Mama that she had been
dumped by Brayo, a man her mother never liked from the
word go. She bumped into them someday, and never
bothered to greet them. Later, she told Tabby that she was
not going to condone the emerging culture of men doing

their hair like women, shooting their ears and sagging their
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trousers as if they were to fall the next minute. Brayo had

zero qualities Mama wanted in a son-in-law.

Mama wore an expressionless face when Tabby told her
that her boyfriend, who Mama detested passionately, had
left her for another woman. Tabby knew Mama was
extremely excited for that development, but she did not tell

her so.

“Tabby,” she softly called her. Tabby couldn’t remember
the response she gave her, whether she responded or kept
quiet was something she totally couldnt remember. All she
knew was that it was the least of her concerns, that

particular evening.
“You have a life of your own to live. Right?”” She asked.

To this, again, Tabby did not say anything. Instead, she
responded with a nod. A nod that encouraged Mama to start

preaching her piece of mind to her.

“Sometimes it’s the person you need the most who teaches
you that you don’t need anybody, especially when you

needed them for the things that you should have first given
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to yourself. Things like love. Things like money. Things
like happiness. Things like self-respect and things like trust
inn yourself. Love that is based on need is fraud and even
if it goes on for a period of time, it cannot stand the test of
time. And it makes no difference when you force marriage
into it. The foundation is still a lie and it will crack with
time. | know this does not make sense to you right now but

in future, it will. You hear me?”

“Yes mama” Tabby responded quickly so that Mama left
her on her own time and space, but she looked like she was
not in any hurry. She picked the sweater Tabby had
carelessly thrown on the floor when she had entered her
room angrily, sat beside her and carefully started folding it.

“Where do I keep this?”” She asked, maybe to see if Tabby
was interested in her company. Tabby gestured her to put
it on her bed, where she had made herself comfortable. She

kept it and proceeded with the life’s lecture.

“You may feel that you need love but the paradox is that
you must first possess enough love within yourself to share

with someone else and still keep enough for yourself.
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Those who will give you love will also require it back, just
like those who do not give you shouldn’t get any from you.
Lasting love is based on sharing, not begging. It must flow
two ways or it will dry up sooner than later. Does this make

sense?”’

This was so true. The best advice Mama had given her at
the right time, but still, her heart was not ready to let Brayo
go. However, in order to appreciate her effort, her concern
and her unconditional love, Tabby responded in the

affirmative.

“Tabby,” she called her in a voice that was close to a

whisper.
“Mama,” she responded.

“I am telling you all these because marrying someone who
does not out rightly love you does not work. If you enter a
union that way and stay, it will be an empty shell without

life, a prison you are too cowardly to get out of right now.”

Having said that, she asked Tabby to think about it and left.

She left her to her own emotions and tears. It was a very
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awkward moment for her. She wanted to let that man out
of her heart, out of her life. It was not easy. Her heart was
in deep pain. She had deleted all his numbers and blocked
him on all social media accounts, but still, this did not help.
She kept thinking about him and the thought of him in the
company of another woman killed her deep inside. It was

the toughest point of her life.

After a week of locking herself in her room and failing to
eat, Mama, without Tabby’s permission, asked her pastor
to pray for her and talk to her because she was depressed.
Tabby could not recollect how the pastor got into her room,
she could not remember how long he prayed, and she also
could not remember how he began talking. However, in the

midst of his speech, she heard this;

“You owe yourself a you time for self-maintenance and
self-investment. During that time, you attend to your inner
being and you conceive the most effective strategies for
your work and life. The richest and most transformational
ideas come to people as epiphanies and such experiences

need deep focus to plug in. Most people avoid thinking or
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mediating because it requires effort to tame the wondering
of mind. So, they live perpetually distracted and events of

life find them by surprise.”

“So, this is just an event of life?”” Tabby thought, without
questioning. However, the pastor could have read her

mind.
“Do you want to say something?” He asked.

“Nothing much, man of God. However, Mama will always

confuse my me time for stress.” She said.

“Mental work is so strange. Most people will assume you
are stressed when they see you deep in thought. It is the
reason you must carry out this activity first thing in the
morning before the world wakes up with all its distractions.
This is the time you conduct your spiritual activities and
attack whatever issues that in front of you with your mental
precision and stamina. You can either rise up and seize the

initiative or sleep in and let life control you.”

“Thank you, pastor.” He had completely overturned the

story. Tabby considered herself special once again. When
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he left, she felt rejuvenated and relaxed. Having deleted

Brayo’s number, she sent him an email that very evening;

“Brian. I know things will not work my way always. [ have
realized that for the time we were together, | always
covered up your overtures and offensive acts, which are
signs of trauma in a relationship. | always mobilized a
settlement quickly every time you had wronged me. |
apologized on your behalf every time you got into brawls
and fights. | always was afraid to leave for fear of how I
was to be affected, because a few crumbs of treats or love
from you always left me feeling elated. | always felt like |
am addicted to you. In as much us I resolved severally to
cut you off, I ended up staying. Not again. Worse still, your
behaviour deteriorated over the years, but oddly, I still

maintained hope that you will change. Interesting!

Our relationship, for the longest time, was very intense,
swinging from very high moments, to intense stress and
anxiety. You always took me on a guilt trip and the feeling
of the two of us bonding more through fights, break ups
and extreme events than through happy times and good
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memories was sickening. You completely stopped reacting
to my pushing your boundaries and time has come that I
realized, I should attach value on me. Not you. | wish you

well, I have moved on.”
Tabby.

Tabby could not remember whether he responded to the
mail or not because she blocked him immediately, she was
sure it had been delivered. Yes, she terminated the
relationship, but healing was to take her some little more
time. This was evident in the attitude she had towards men,
especially men that showed interest in her. Tabby felt bad
every time a man complemented her. She felt horrible
every time any man wanted to do her a favor. She knew it
was gonna take a miracle for her to love again. After many
years of solitude, Fenuku happened. He was a miracle. The
thought of him, more especially after these painful
memories of the past, pushed Tabby into singing this set
piece they had sung in secondary school, that stated the

state of her heart;

When you level up,
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And become composed,

Your former captures,

Will be enraged.

Because they,

They no longer get a reaction from you,
They throw same antics on you,

And yet you remain calm.

And out of rich.

What they don’t know is that,

You 've taken a different path,

And you are not giving them a though.
You still hear,

The foul things they fabricated about you,

To provoke you,
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But you 've taken all your attention elsewhere.

To build different relationships and a different world.
You are in the final stage,

Stage of emancipation,

Because your feelings,

And your thoughts,

Have become matters of your own,

Rather than knee jerk reactions.

To someone else’s behavior.’

That was the best thing that happened to Mama that day,
when she heard Tabby sing. She also joined by mumbling
a few lines that she remembered, since the song was
common in their household. When she was done singing,

she moved closer to Tabby and said,

“Sometimes people will pretend to seek for advice after

years of shutting their ears and going on a self-destructive
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rampage. They go so far in the wrong direction that they're
already locked in for decades of a hellish life and the only
advice you can give them for that brief moment they're
forced to remove wax from their ears and feign the humility
to seek advice is to do as they see fit. They're already deep
in the mire and there's no formula for wading in mud. They
just have to do what seems possible in the situation and
endure the blows they've signed themselves up for as they

try to struggle back to dry ground.

There's a truth that has not been spoken of enough: not all
mistakes of life can be fully remedied. Life is short and the
repercussions of some bad decisions will last longer than
your entire life. Once you make them there's no reverse.
You just have to organize your life around them and forget

total peace.

Imagine, for example, a typical case of a man who says his
marriage of ten years is consuming him. He's been drinking
heavily lately and the dilemma before him is not getting

any better. His wife is constantly accusing him of cheating
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without any basis and her paranoia has made their marriage

all but impossible.

He has never cheated but now he feels strongly tempted to
do it 'so that he can suffer justifiably." They have three
children and he dreads them being raised by a single parent
like he himself was raised, or getting traumatized by the

divorce fights which he's sure his crazy wife will put up.

But how did this man get here? He got married when he
was 23 and the girl was 19, as a result of sex and pregnancy.
Whichever way he goes, separation or trying to stay on,
he's locked himself in for years of turmoil, if he lives for

that long anyway.

I saw a quote in a school 'Those who live by 'l don't care'
always end up with 'l wish I knew." Once more, ignorance
is over punished and impulsive decisions cost way more
than they benefit. If you're living your life ‘as you wish' one
day, you'll try to look for help and all you'll hear is 'It's too

late and you're too far in. Just do as you see fit.”
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Tabby smiled at the memory of these wise words. Mama

was right.
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A RECOLLECTION OF SEXUALVIOLENCE

Just like fate had Fenuku and Tabby travel to Ghana,
destiny ensured they travelled back to Kenya. Two days
before quick arrangements were made for Fenuku to escort
Ma to Kenya, Ma had received an email requesting her to
report to the electoral commission of Kenya, for something
that sounded like a compensation for the demise of her
husband, the slain ICT manager. As per the dictates of the
invitation, she did not have much time and as such, she had
to move with speed. Fenuku was to accompany her, for the
reason that Ma was of age and would have found it so hard
to maneuver alone from office to office in the big city under

the sun: Nairobi.
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Tabby wished she accompanied them; however, it
happened that all this came at a time when her graduation
was underway: she was to graduate with a doctorate degree
in Comparative Literature. For a minute, she was at a
crossroad, unsure of whether she should accompany the
duo to Kenya, since they had become a part of her, or
whether she remained and proceed with the graduation
arrangement, with neither a family member nor a friend

attending.

Chidnma, famously known as Ma, had been appointed as a
member of the export processing zone board by the
president. She landed this lucrative job from the Kenyan
government after her concerns to get a job were heard by
the sitting president elect. The death of her husband
remained one of the most unresolved death puzzles in
Kenya. Many years down the line, the killers of her
husband were yet to be brought to book. His ICT expertise
in the commission was key in the election results. Prior to
his death, he had appeared on a national television
interview one evening, assuring Kenyans that no votes

would be rigged. However, he did not live to fulfill his
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promise because a few days after the big announcement, he
disappeared under unclear circumstances and later found

murdered in cold blood.

The late left a widow, with one son, Fenuku. Chidnma had
taken to her Facebook and Instagram accounts, publicly
requesting for a job from the Kenyan government, a move,
which in the first place, she wasn’t sure will materialize.
For the power of social media, it did. When everything was
going back to normalcy, the president commanded that
following Chidinma’s social media plea, she was to be
jetted back to Kenya with an immediate effect. The
president appointed various victims of violence to occupy
various positions as a recovery strategy, following a
gazette notice back in 2018. Ma was one of them. It was

the reason she had to leave Ghana immediately, for Kenya.

The urge to travell along with them was the strongest,
Tabby was almost convinced. However, later in the day, in
a flashback, she remembered words that Mama had told
her, one evening when she came back home broken like a

piece of glass that could not be repaired.
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“Tabby, education is the only tool for women
emancipation. If you want to be heard as a woman in the
modern-day society, you should be well schooled. If you
want to be an autonomous subject in the society as a
woman, you should not just be educated, but you must be

properly educated.”

Having remembered this like it was yesterday, Tabby
immediately sheltered the idea of travelling back to Kenya
before graduating. She did not want to be driven by love
and regret later. If anything, love would wait but

graduation wasn’t going to wait on anyone.

It was a long week of clearing with the University of Legon
in preparation for her big day: the graduation. Fenuku and
Maa had already left the country for Kenya, but the love he
had for her, his kindness and the precious memories of the
things they did together kept Tabby’s mind preoccupied in
the land where she felt so lonely after their travelling.
Sooner than she had expected, the day was here with here.
Tabby was particularly excited for the reason that she was

the youngest doctoral student on that day. It explains why
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she received much attention from the general public. To
that effect, she was to be interviewed by a Ghanaian
prominent TV station, on how she had managed to achieve
the doctorial title at a very tender age.

Well, everything happens for a reason. From the onset,
Tabby couldn’t tell that the interview was to put her in the
limelight. After narrating the post-election violence ordeal
and how she had managed to cope, she was elated after
receiving an email later in the day, From Kenya’s embassy
in Ghana, requesting her to report to their offices the
following day, a call occasioned by the interview she had
with the television. Tabby had completed her studies and
graduated. Since she did not have any other agenda, she
was at the Kenyan embassy the following day first thing in

the morning.

All said and done, Tabby later learnt that she had been
appointed as a board member of the investigation into
reparations for survivors in Kenya’s 2007-2008 post-
election violence. The offer was very valid. Tabby was

young, educated and also directly affected by the aftermath
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of the post-election violence, and therefore considered
herself very ideal for the great task ahead of her. She was
excited, particularly for the reason that she had been given
an opportunity to handle delicate women, just like her, who
had gone through much pain, and who hadn’t had the
opportunity to be heard. Also, the fact that she was going
back to her country Kenya, accounted for the extreme
happiness she felt at that particular moment. She wanted to
fly, she wanted to jump, she wanted to run around...she just
wanted to do something to express the immense joy that
was in her heart; however, she did not do anything. Instead,
she wore an expression that explained how she felt, and
every person who cared to look at her immediately noticed
it.

Two weeks later, after the normal logistics, Tabby was to
report at her new work station on a Monday morning, and
upon arrival, she was presented with a list of women, for
the board’s interest was in the testimonies of women, who

survived the sexual ordeal.

“Mary, could you please move forward?”
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Mary was a middle-aged woman, seemingly between 45-
50 years, who, among others, had volunteered to be
interviewed on the issue of sexual violence on women
during the entire period of the post-election violence. She
wore a seemingly bright face, even though as she indicated,
she was psychologically tortured and had never recovered
from the rape ordeal. She moved forward slowly as though
her legs were to fail her the next minute, and stood beside

a chair that was in the middle of the room.
“You can have a seat madam,” The chairperson told her.
‘Thank you sir.” She said as she made herself comfortable.

“Madam Mary, we really appreciate you for trusting us and
accepting to be interviewed. This was so that our
organization has a valid report, specifically on the sexual
violence that women underwent during and after election.
This is an issue that has not garnered much attention from
the time the violence happened. The information we are
going to get from the affected women will be used with
agencies and policy makers, so that in the event that we

have such an occurrence next time, God forbid, we shall
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have your rights as women protected. Feel comfortable and

share openly, everything you feel has to be heard.

Before you begin, allow me to introduce my colleagues.
Together with me is Doctor Tabby, a woman who, just like
you, was affected by the election related issues, and I'm
sorry to mention that she also lost her mother and sisters
during that period. She knows exactly how you feel and as
such, can fit in your shoe perfectly. On my extreme left, we
have Mrs. Odiwo, a specialized counselor in matters sexual
violence, who will eventually take you through the healing
process and on my extreme left, we have the core founder
and financer of this organization, Professor Harris, from
the USA. The floor is yours Madam Mary, kindly tell us
everything you remember, and how it affected and still

affects you. We promise to keep your privacy all through”

“Thank you so much chair.” She began. Her tone was bit

low, but the panel was determined to listen.

“I am not at peace; I have never been at peace. My body
feels different. I have always hated myself. If | am pressed,

urine just comes out. | have always been week and
256



sometime | have a smelly discharge coming from my urinal
part. Sometime, | feel pain in my lower abdomen, | have
lower back pain and the sad thing is that I cannot afford
medical attention. | feel ashamed of myself. Also, | have
problems sleeping. I go to bed at 9pm but by 11pm, 'm
awake, all through the night, I doze a lot in the day, I think
about the rape, my financial problems and the death of my
husband due to violence. | was running a retail shop in
Eldoret, which was doing very well and | had good money,
but now | have become a beggar. | came back to my
matrimonial home after the violence. My in-laws did not
want me and since my land was registered in my brother in
law’s name, he wants it by force. | need help of a house, so

that [ may take care of my children.”

Tabby couldn’t control tears from rolling down her cheeks.
For a moment, she stared at the lady, not knowing exactly
what she was to do. At the back of her mind, she thought
that it had been more than five years since the post-election
violence engulfed Kenya in the aftermath of December
2007 election, unfortunately, it was evident that survivors

of post-election violence ordeal continued to experience
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continued physical and psychological trauma and socio-
economic hardships, worsened by the Kenya’s government
failure to provide medical care, psychological, monetary
compensation and other redress.

Mary had been overwhelmed by emotions and was sobbing
uncontrollably. Tabby realized that the longer the
government took to address the issues that affected women
and girls, the worse their situation became. Tabby wanted
to help these women. She was determined to help. She
remembered she was the voice of reason on that panel. She
had to do something. The renewed energy and momentum
that she felt around developing a reparations process was
at the core of her heart. She did not know exactly how but
she believed that it was an opportunity for her to rectify
these failures and ensure justice and redress for post-

election sexual violence was affected.

Tabby looked at her fellow female panelist, as if to seek for
a solution of the many questions that were dancing in her
head. She wanted to ask her if there was need to interview

Mary further. She noticed that she too had been carried
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away by emotions. She could not talk. Tabby stood up, left

the podium and walked slowly, towards Mary.

She stood in front of her and gestured her to stand up when
she realized that she was looking at her. She appeared very
weak when she stood up. Tabby embraced her so close to
her. Her smell was a mixture of a cheap perfume and some
thin sweat, however that was not reason enough for Tabby
not to hug her. She embraced her so closely and tightly.
She then wished that she had a single minute to listen to
Mama before she died. Was she also raped? Tabby couldn’t
figure out the answer to the very weighty question. She
stood there sheepishly and only wished that she could take
back the hands of time, rush to the hospital where Mama
had been admitted and get to listen to her bitter ordeal, a
few minutes before she died. Maybe, just maybe, that

would have made her feel better.

Tabby walked the lady out, made her feel comfortable and
requested her to try and relax, since that was the only
empathetic move, she was able to extend at that particular

moment.
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“How is she?”

This is the question her co female panelist asked

immediately Tabby stepped back to the podium.
“She is quiet now.” She responded.

“What do we do now? What if the remaining ladies that we
are yet to interview have bitter experiences than what we
have already noticed? She asked with a face that looked

worried.

“This 1s work, remember. We have to be very strong for
them. | understand that the pain is so deep because
personally, | have been through the same ordeal, but crying
and being carried away by emotions is the last thing we
should do, because this breaks them deep inside.” Tabby

responded.

“You are very right daktari,” She said while nodding her

head in agreement.

She turned towards the chairperson’s direction, and asked

him to bring in a second interviewee.
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In a few minutes, together with them was Atieno, a very
beautiful woman from Nyanza region, the western part of
Kenya who had been gang raped from Othaya, where she
lived at the time of violence.

After interviewing her by asking her some leading
questions because she appeared strong as compared to
Mary, they learnt that she was raped by a group of men.
The most saddening bit was that her husband blamed her
for the rape, indicating that she has always worn tight
dresses that were too short and that she turned on men
every time she walked around. As such, he hit and verbally
abused her, including in the presence of her children. She
stated that she always wished to end her abusive marriage
but she was worried that she was not going to be able to

support herself.

In a very emotional tone, she stated that she had severe pain
in her legs, lower abdomen and back that she had to take
painkillers every day. She also said that she experienced
bleeding and that developed immediately after she had
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been raped and she had an urgent need for medical

attention and psychological support.

Interacting with these two women, who were a
representative of most survivors of rape and other forms of
sexual violence, informed the panel of an array of
disturbing and brutal violence plotted on women, including
gang rape and mutilation of their private parts. From their
extensive narration, they learnt that apart from gang rape,
some survivors were penetrated with guns, sticks, bottles
and other objects, stripped naked, sexually fondled and
humiliated. Many sexual attacks were accompanied by
severe physical abuse including stabbing, kicking, cutting
with machetes, throwing women on hard surfaces and
hitting them with heavy blunt objects. Victims who tried to

resist always incurred additional violence.

The last woman they interviewed that day was an old
woman, 87 years old who confessed that apart from her,
other old women were raped by men. Children as young as
three and pregnant women were raped. She told them that

her own son was forced to rape her daughter in her watch
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and further, many elderly women were raped in the

presence of their family members.

Well, it was a very tough day for them but they had
achieved their main objective. Later that day, they
presented the findings of their research to the concerned
agencies, who suggested that a multi-agency task force had
to be formed to look into the issues the panel had presented

and try to find solutions.
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ROLLOUT TO NOMALCY
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Papa was not going to miss out on Tabby’s wedding. The
enactment of reforms under the 2009 peace tract
committee, headed by Koffi Annan made a big difference
to the common citizen. It dispersed some of the power
concentrated in the presidency to counties, reducing
National level tensions. It also strengthened judicial
independence and local accountability. The fear that had
engulfed most Kenyans, Papa being one of them, at the
thought of travelling back to Kenya reduced. Well, from
the onset, Tabby did not expect Papa to attend her wedding,
neither did she think of troubling his mind by stupid
demands of having his presence. Ma was around after all;
she was to play the role her parents would have played.
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A few days before the invites only wedding, Papa promised
Tabby on mail that he will be attending their wedding, a
thing she considered a miracle because as it were, it was
not going to be a walk in the park, considering the distance

and the financial constraints.

Celebration song by Cool and the Gang echoed from the
background of the reception grounds. Singing along the
music, the dancing, the laughter, the hugs among other
things were a sight to behold because it was the very first
time after the violence for them to come together as family
and friends, a thing that was impossible in the recent past
because of the fear that was instilled in people. The dinner
party revived the good memories of the past. Tabby wished

Mama was around to witness her big day.

On the eve of her big day, in a flashback, Tabby
remembered what Mama told her one day, when she had
given up on herself after a failed relationship and

unreciprocated love.

“Tabby, I am your mother. Believe you me, I know I am

old school, but again, | have been on this planet long
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enough to differentiate between love and lust. At your age,
you need to beware of people who pull you in with nowhere
to take you. They are sweet and charming and they
promise love. However, the deeper you get, the more it
feels hollow. They are only consistent until you fall in love
with them, then they become slippery and flirty. At times,
they can be needy and empty and need a lot of your
attention. They just take and take from you. When they
need you it’s urgent, but when you need them, it’s dodgy.
You see the pattern early but instead of bowing out early,
you give in to the lie that they will improve on their
character in time. And just like that, you are sucked into the
hellish trap of narcissists. The only solution is to drop that
naivety of thinking people don’t know what they are doing
when they exploit and hurt you. Let self-preservation be
your first instinct, not that desire to fix people. A man who

loves you will do all it takes to win you.”

A reflection on these words reminded Tabby that Mama
was very right. When she was sharing her two cents that
time, Tabby particularly thought Mama was not

empathetic. However, her words in due course made a lot
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of sense to her, and she will forever be indebted to her, even
in her absenture. This accounted for the full blast smile
Tabby had worn the whole day and that evening, at the
dinner karaoke.

She was served all manner of food and drinks, together
with her newly wedded husband and close friends who
were sitting around her. Everyone was jovial. Some people
had taken over the dance flow, swaying their bodies and
hips gently, along the sweet music that was played by the
DJ of the event. Tabby was particularly carried away with
the special attention she received from everyone around.
She got so engulfed in the events of the evening, that she
did not hear her name called out by the master of ceremony,
for the presentation of her speech. She rolled out of her seat
swiftly and within no time, she was on the stage. Amidst
claps and ululations, she exchanged a few words with the
Master of the ceremony, who then handed her a
microphone. Still smiling broadly, she cleared her throat in

readiness for speaking.
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“Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to start by appreciating
God for particularly making this day possible. As you all
know, it was never going to happen the way it has for the

reasons well known to all of us.

Several years ago, | had dead hope. | had completely lost
hope in everything around me. | lost hope of family. I lost
hope of living. | lost hope in everything | touched, | am
sorry to mention that | even hated myself, for the reason
that God had taken away that which | considered so dear to
me. My family: Mama and my siblings. I am not ignorant
of the fact that Papa has always been here for me, sacrificed
his resources for my well-being, but one thing I must
mention is that | missed him around and that took a big toll
on me. His fleeing to a western country was for my good,
and for his good, but it is a very sad feeling to know that
the only relation you emotionally depended on cannot be
with you, because the situation in your own country doesn’t
allow you two to be together. Looking at him right now,
sitting there and looking sharp means everything to me. |

love you so much Papa. (moved near him for a hug).
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Papa, while you were in the USA, fighting for your safety,
which your own country would not provide in December
2007, a miracle man happened. If | had a whole day, |
would tell this gathering how | met the most handsome,
loving and responsible man and made him fully mine.
However, in that essence of time, | can only say that it is
destiny, for a defined destiny can never be cancelled by any
forces.

My people, we can never run away from destiny. It might
take years, but it will surely come to pass. For this, | remain
grateful. My husband Fenuku, I love you so much. I don’t
take for granted the fact that you have been around for me,
physically, emotionally and mentally. Move here my love,

for an embrace. (Applaud from the crowd).

My speech will be incomplete if I don’t state the fact that I
have a mother-in-law who has stepped in the shoe of Mama
fully. In the current society where mothers-in-law are so
picky on the woman their son has to marry, Ma
wholeheartedly accepted me on the first day she set her eye

on me. For the entire period | have been in Ghana after
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meeting her, | have lived with her peacefully. Most people
imagine that | am her second born, after Fenuku (Smiles).

| love you so much Ma. (Hugs).

Finally, to everyone that is here, my dear friends, my
extended family, the fact that you are all here means that
you are so dear to me, you are so dear to Fenuku and you
are so dear to our extended families. Your presence is
highly appreciated, thank you for walking this journey with
us. This marriage is symbolic of a new beginning, a new
Kenya, a new life. We are prepared for the newness. Once
again, thank you very much, may God bless you all.
(Applaud).

Fenuku’s speech was hilarious.

“Ladies and gentlemen, my speech today will be like a mini
skirt. Long enough to carry the essentials and short enough
to hold your attention. (smiles). Thank you all for coming,
this day would not have been the same without you. It is
humbling to see all of you here, especially those who had
to travel for hours, all the way from Ghana, to witness us

walk down the aisle. It is said that you don’t marry
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someone you can live with, but, you marry someone you
cannot live without. | know Tabby is the right person. I'm
so glad that I can at last call her my wife, and an epitome
of peace beyond the boundaries of Nations. God bless

Kenya, God bless Kenyan women. (Applaud).

Papa stepped forward, embraced them and led them to
where he was sitting. Tabby remembered that from the
onset of their wedding plans, she did not expect Papa to
attend, basically, for two reasons. The first reason was that
of the proximity between Kenya and the USA and the
second was that of fear, which Tabby gathered from the
many conversations they had together. However, miracles
do happen. Two days before this big day, Tabby received
an email from him. As he swayed his body to the rhythm
of the song as they walked together, she recollected the

information of the entire email.

“Tabby, | am writing to inform you that | have successfully
managed to book my flight. I will be landing back to
Kenya, my mother land, on the eve of your wedding. | am

a happy father.
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Tabby, | have to confess that indeed, initially, I had close
to zero trust in the hands of the Kenyan soil but right now
I do. I do so for the reason that | had presented the research
findings on the approaches that must be looked into
carefully in order to prevent and mitigate electoral violence
to the Kenyan relevant agencies, a document that | had

imagined was never looked into.

| was wrong. Wrong because as | write to you right now,
the program | had suggested in my report has been
identified by a donor, through the national government.
This is good news because in my positions as a person who
was directly affected by the post-election violence, the
grant given to me for ensuring the prevention and
mitigation of electoral violence spearheaded by political
parties, which at a large percentage are the most pervasive
architects of such conflicts will be used properly. For this
to be affected | have to be in the country, therefore, | am

coming.”

It gets to a time when one does not know how react to good

news. It had been a series of good news, time to time, from
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Fenuku’s mother arrival, the proposal, the graduation, the
new job, the wedding. All these had excited Tabby that she
did not know how to react to the thought of having Papa
right here with her, after a period of close to six years. In
as much as Tabby was super excited, she responded to this
mail in a single line: ‘I am so privileged to have you around

on my big day Papa. I love you.’

He had arrived, participated in the planning of the wedding.
Sitting down and lost in the thoughts of how much she
loved papa and how she appreciated the sacrifices he
undertook for her sake, Fenuku must have realized that

Tabby was absent minded.
“What’s occupying your mind?”” Fenuku asked.
“The fact that finally, I am your wife.”

Tabby lied, he smiled. Of course, being his wife was not a
genuine reason as to why she appeared absent minded, but
telling him that she was thinking about Papa, how the email
he had sent her before he journeyed back had made her feel

special and how much love she had for him would have
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roughed up his male ego at that particular moment when
the two of them had walked down the aisle. It was fair that

every thought was directed to him, or so she thought.

“Don’t you know that we are the newest couple in town?”
Tabby asked. He smiled. He wanted to say something,
when Papa who was talking on phone, drew his attention
their way and called Fenuku. Tabby fancied the way he
pronounced her husband’s name, with the right intonation;

typical Ghanaian style.

“You are my son-in-law. | am the happiest man in the
universe to have a perfect son-in-law like you. Let me tell
you a story. Considering my position in the society as a
middle-class citizen, who always struggled to put food on
the table and educate my girls, | made it my responsibility
to bring up morally upright children. This means that
having my daughter as your wife is the most brilliant thing
you have done. | am saying this because in the modern
society, finding a woman who is socially fit, as you know,
is not an easy thing. | am a father of girls, although some

were taken away from me by the fate of violence, I truly
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know that one spectacular thing | have achieved as a father
is that | have always been emotionally present for my girls.
Tabby can attest that amidst our struggles, | have always
reminded them that early pregnancies, more especially
those that come before marriage punishes and
inconveniences young girls from the middle-class
backgrounds. I always reminded them not to get pregnant
while still in school, and more especially, when they are
not financially independent. | always reminded my girls
that men can get women pregnant and swear to the world
that they have never set an eye on a woman in question, as
such, check out of being parents so easily. On the contrary,
women must stick to the pregnancy and with that baby to
the end. In line with this, Fenuku my son, | always made
my girls understand that being a woman did not guarantee
them the luxury of getting unplanned for babies. In as much
as | know that there are laws protecting them of such
instances, | also know that all that is basically on paper for
formality. Getting any help from FIDA is hectic and
expensive. Fenuku, why am | saying this? Ask anyone

who’s ever gone through that process and you will know
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that the justice system in our beloved country only workers
for people who can afford legal representation. This
unfruitful process has always made women vulnerable
amidst the chants of equal rights between men and

women.”

Papa then posed for a minute, sipped a glass of water and
before Fenuku said a thing concerning the self-satisfaction
he had for good parenting, he adjusted his eye glasses and
continued talking, as if there input was not necessary.

“The thing is that having a child before the right time
makes women vulnerable in the sense that before the child
can walk and be taken to school, a woman’s life stops

moving completely.”

Tabby thought he had said enough about women and

vulnerability and thought it was time he changed this topic.

“Papa, how is this information relevant to Fenuku?” Tabby
asked, pretending to be concerned, when in real sense she
was bored with his usual stories of considering himself as
a perfect example of a responsible dad.

276



“Tabby, this is relevant because I want my son in law to
understand that | gave him a very good woman for a wife.
Even if he comes home drunk or intoxicated by anything,
be it rage or frustration, he must never hit you or become

physically violent in any way.”

He paused, looked directly at Fenuku, parted his shoulder

and continued speaking.

‘Two rules about physical aggression: first, when you love
a woman, don’t ever go as far as entertaining the thought
of hitting her. Second, hitting or assaulting a woman
because they argue or disagree must never be in your make
up plan. Women want to marry a gentle person, not an
explosive and high-risk person who becomes unpredictable

when angry.”

He kept quiet and stared at nothing in particular. Here
again, Tabby saw the ultra-protective Papa, a man she had
always known, a man who could do all it takes to fight for

his children,
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“Thank you, Papa, for the wise counsel. Fenuku said, a bit
absent mindedly. Tabby wished he could say something
more than a mere thank you, for her to analyse exactly how
he felt about Papa’s lecture, but unfortunately for her, he
stopped at that. She devised a way of getting to know

exactly how he felt,

“But papa, Fenuku is a good man, I don’t think he deserved
all that. It’s been a hard talk you know.” She said, looking
at Fenuku straight in the eye with an intention of knowing
exactly what was on his mind. Again, he wore an
expressionless face. She was a little disappointed but did

not show the disappointment from her face.

Changing the topic slightly, Fenuku wiped away an

invisible particle from his left eye and said,

“I think I am the luckiest person here Papa. See what you
have given me, a beautiful woman, extremely intelligent,

morally upright and with the most precious heart.”

He smiled, the very first time from the time Papa had

started talking.
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“Well, take good care of her.” Papa responded.

“I shall. With everything that I own.”

“Hahaha.”

Papa laughed, cleared his voice before he spoke again.

“You know, for every cloud, there must be a silver lining.
I am not supporting election violence because it has done
us more harm than good, but were it not for the bad time
we’ve had as a country, how would you have met each

other?”

“Haha, we call this destiny. No one runs away from either
fate or destiny and succeeds. Whichever way, it must

always come to pass.”

Fenuku said this while looking at Tabby. She broadly
smiled to him. He put his right hand on her left shoulder
and continued speaking as though he had not seen her

smile.

“Do you all remember the story of King Oedipus? His

destiny was predetermined at birth. Having his life
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predetermined left very little space for his free will. That is
exactly how destiny works, Papa. So, be knowing that
either way, I believe it would have come to pass. But again,
what exactly are we doing as individuals and as a Nation to
ensure that the history of violence does not repeat itself?
My wife has gotten a job in line with counseling women
involved in sexual violence and also sensitizing the masses
on the effects of violence. I think | am very ready to support
her organization in doing this, because Kenyans are an
interesting lot. How they forget so easily! In 2007, people
insulted each other, fought each other, lives were lost and
the people who were the cause of all that mayhem shook
hands a few months later. The lives that were lost did not
come back. The relationships that were broken were not
fixed but politicians went back to the negotiating table and
found a way of co-existing together. The thing about
history is that it easily repeats itself and one sure thing is
that politicians won’t stop disappointing us. We must be
each other’s keeper; I am ready to give all it takes in order

to enlighten our people.”
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“Yes my son.” Papa responded at the same time nodding
his head vigorously in affirmation of Fenuku’s argument,

as if a yes alone would not have made sense.

“In fact,” he continued speaking; ignoring Tabby’s eye
contact and focusing on Fenuku, maybe for the reason that

he knew she was not comfortable with political discourses.

“What Kenyans don’t understand is the fact that the people
who make them reveal their ugly today could possibly be
the people who make you cry tomorrow. UhuRuto
supporters have already had a taste of their own medicine.
Fenuku my son, no political party is sacred. The moment
people treat political parties like religions or cults, they lose
their ability to hold them accountable for any mistakes they
make, to the disadvantage of a common mwananchi like

you and 1.”

How Papa had discriminated Tabby from the discussion
and decided to directly address Fenuku is still unclear, but
one sure thing was that Fenuku and Papa had one thing in

common, and the thing was that they would discuss
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political issues for hours without the need for topic shift

and also without considering other parties in their presence.

“You know,” Papa continued talking, ignoring the faces

Tabby was trying to make to show disinterest in the subject.

“Fenuku, as you say, we can cub this issue of election
violence. Whether it’s politically motivated or not, it must

begin with us, the common people on the ground.”

“You are right,” Fenuku interrupted. “By the way, I have
not seen politicians stone each other, rape women and

children. You have a point.”

“Yes, yes!” Papa interjected. “Politicians are targeted by
violence and the consequence is that certain political
campaigns do not reach all areas in each electoral district.
Do you know the effect of this?”

“Yes, yes. Of course, this is a constrain to the rights of
freedom and association, something that is initiated by the

common people. Right?”
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“Right. And you know, this interruption of freedom of
speech becomes a hindrance to free politics and some
citizens feel targeted and in turn, they overreact. Some even
refrain from voting or even vote for a certain political party

out of fear rather than as a free choice.”

Papa stood up for a minute. Tabby thought he wanted to
leave. She was beginning to relax because the conversation
was almost coming to an end. Unfortunately for her, she
was wrong. He stretched his hand to reach the bottle of

wine, half-filled his glass and continued speaking,

“What Kenya needs right now is adequate support from the
government by developing a well-functioning democratic
society so that this does not happen again and for durable

peace.”

“Yes, and for the healing of our Nation, victims of the
previous violence must not be neglected. In this context,
the government should be talking about a united approach
to support the victims of violence so that those affected can

cope with the consequences of the violence.” Fenuku
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responded in an unusually low tone, an indicator that he

had been sitting for some good time and was getting tired.

Tabby was almost vacating her seat and have them
continue with their discussion, which at that particular time
she considered boring, but she decided to be party to the
discussion when Fenuku talked of helping the sexually

assaulted victims cope.

“That is exactly what we are dealing with as a NGO that
employed me recently.” Tabby, for the very first time from
the time Papa and Fenuku began talking, retorted

enthusiastically.

“We realized the coping strategies directed to the victims
of the post-election violence can prevent violence from
negatively affecting the attitudes of people, which is a

necessary condition for sustainable peace.”

“Tabby, I kind of didn’t realize how schooled you were,

even with your PHD, until you said the above. LOL.”

“Look at you! Do I portray any signs of stupidity?” Tabby

asked with a tired laughter,
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“Not really but it doesn’t take a thick head to comprehend
that the relevant agencies need to factor in their long term
plans the need of the affected peoples’ compensation, both
financially, emotionally and physically.”

Tabby literally ignored that compliment. She intentionally
yawned to signify that she was tired. However, they did not
pick her gesture. Lucky enough, the MC announced that it
was time for everyone to leave at their own pleasure, after

sharing a meal and drinks together.

The night was one of almost unbearable bliss for Tabby.
After they said bye to all guest, Tabby and Fenuku created
a world of their own, with a language that only the two of
them understood: the language of love. There were long
conversations by candlelight, holding hands, stroking skin:
a night of awaking into an aching desire, making love and
going back to sleep. The following day, Tabby woke up
extremely tired, with a serious hangover and slightly in
pain, but regardless of all that, it was the happiest day of

her life.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
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A NEW START

They were at peace as a family, the new family they had
established. Even though the pain they had been through
still lingered on. Shaking off the crippling sorrow that
came, every time they remembered their lost families was
not a walk in the park. They made it their tradition to make
a prayer every night before they slept. This was because
they realized that getting closer to God, kind of eased the
pain they felt, even though they pretended that they had
moved on. They came to terms with the fact that shaking
off the sorrow that seized their hearts whenever they
envisioned how their relatives had been killed was not an
easy task. This particular evening, after saying the usual
prayer, and slept, Tabby had a dream.
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In the dream, she had boarded a plane, together with
Fenuku, headed to Dubai for a holiday that had been
organized by an exclusive travel agency in Kenya by the
name Bonfire Adventures. Immediately the plane took off,
Tabby noted that she was flying over her family’s house.
In the dream, she could clearly see Fenuku. On the
contrary, Fenuku kept complaining that he couldn’t see her
because she had been thickly surrounded by a dark cloud.
In that context, as the plane rose above the clouds, Tabby
kept peeping through the window, loving the magnitude of

the thick Smokey clouds below them.

As the sky rocketed high above, close to more than a
thousand feet above sea level, Tabby clearly saw her
mother, her sisters, standing in the thick clouds that were
perfectly visible to her and were surrounded by some sharp
unusual light. As the flight moved high above, they kept
moving at the same pace, ensuring that Tabby had a clear
view of them. She got excited. She wanted to tell Fenuku
about it but every time she tried to open her mouth; her
voice failed her. It got so faint to a point that she couldn’t

even listen to herself.
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Mama was in her usual Sunday attire: a white dress. Her
sisters wore similar design dresses but of different colours.
As they kept moving at the flight’s pace, the light
surrounding them kept intensifying. At every move, they
got clearer. Eventually, the light moved with speed and
surrounded her seat, which Fenuku had noted that was
unclear. Immediately, Fenuku looked at her and told her
that he could see her. He tried to initiate a conversation
with Tabby, but as it were, her mind was elsewhere. He

decided to leave her at the mercy of her thoughts.

Suddenly, Tabby realized that she was with her family
again. Mama embraced her and prayed with her. She
listened so keenly to the wording in the prayer and noted
how repetitively she asked God to give her daughter Tabby
a heart that was free to forgive those who have done her
wrong, and loosen her from the bondage of grudges. When
she had finished praying, they in unison shouted an amen.
Tabby reached out and felt the warmth of their skin, just to

ensure that she wasn’t dreaming.
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Her sisters looked at her with joyful glows and extended
their brilliant smiles. They appeared extremely happy.
Their smiles were so infectious that even before extending
any words, Tabby kept smiling back.

“Hey Tabby, it’s good to see that we can make you this

happy.”

Mama said, caressing Tabby’s face like one would do to a
one-year-old baby. The gentleness in her touch was so

soothing. Tabby felt like a little baby once again.

“You have been sad and worried for very many reasons. |
want you to stop worrying about us and about anything.
Look, we are very happy. We are in a wonderful place. Can
you see? See how happy we are. Look at your sisters, see
the beautiful smiles? They are happy. If you despair so
much and continue thinking and worrying about us, that
will be reason enough to have us return to the pain and
troubles that we left. To the mysteries we wouldn’t want to

be part of any more. Is that what you want?”
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Guilty as charged, Tabby did not want to see any of her
family members in trouble. She shook her head gently, in

the negation of her mother’s question.

“Tabby, we know you and Papa miss us very much.
However, will you be happy if you did not have someone
in heaven to watch over you? Will you be happy if we

suffered once again?”

The questions cut through her heart like a sword would to
a tree. She was tongue tied for a moment. She wanted to
respond, but her voice, once again, failed her. While she
was still struggling with what to say and how to say it
without hurting their feelings, her sister Euny interrupted,

as though she had read her mind.

“Tabby, you don’t have to say anything. We are not here
for long. We had a song, which we wanted to sing for you,

before we go. Can you kindly give as your ear?”
We'll be here,

Always here,
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For you, for you dearest siz.
Now heal,

Heal your heart,

Heal your soul,

Heal your mind.

You must forgive,

You must love,

Everyone and everything,
That trespassed your path,
For you to heal,

We love you.

We shall always love you
We shall watch over you.

Together with your generations,
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And your Husband,
Fenuku.

After the song, they did not bid Tabby farewell. They
slowly receded into the skies and disappeared. “So true to
be a dream”! She lamented when she woke up and realized
that she was resting peacefully on Fenuku’s shoulder, with

his strong arm around her chest.

“Tabby, why are you smiling alone, you have been smiling
all through the few minutes you have been asleep. What’s
on your mind? Can you share so that we keep smiling

together?”
“Damn! She’s was travelling!” She recalled.

She looked relaxed. She felt like a heavy burden had been
carried off her chest. She was still in the air travelling, but
she felt like she had been given wings like a birds, and she
was flying high above. She had heard Fenuku’s question,
but did not respond to any of them. Instead, she only looked

at him with loving eyes. Deep down her heart, a sweet song
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was flowing, she sang silently, as Fenuku stared at her,

wondering if she had run mad. The song went like this”
From this moment,

My tears are dry,

My faith is eased,

Never again,

Shall we agonize.

Never again, shall we hate,
Never again, shall we look back,
Never again, shall we mourn,
Of the fate,

That befell us.

Even us we miss them,

Our wives,

Our husbands,
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Our friends,

Our relatives,

We have accepted.

That we shall mourn no more,
For we shall not spend,

Other precious moments,

For God has shown us,

That our keens are safe,

Our keens are happy.

After the song, she felt new. She was ready, to start a new
life. With no regrets. With no sorrow. With no pain. She
was more than read, for a new beginning, with her husband

Fenuku, on their honeymoon in Dubai.
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EPILOGUE

BYE TO THE PAST
Dear wife,

Even though it feels like yesterday to me, it has been more
than a decade to the rest of the world. | have so much to tell
you, as | promised, | will always keep you updated on
everything that happen after you left. | have to confess that
| feel your presence daily in everything that I do. I don’t
know if this is the reason | have not thought of remarrying.
I miss you so much, not a single day passes without you on
my mind. | always imagine how life would be if you were

still with us.

My wife, since you left, my love, a lot has changed. Do you
remember the day you were telling me that some people
have a habit of looking at the addresses that your soul no
longer resides at? That is the pain the tag ‘widower’ comes
with. Hun, | have lost friends, friends who were so dear to
me, for the belief that the single generation of men, which
I am part of, do not stop misbehaving, in the sense that they
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will sleep with their neighbours, friends’ wives, and
everyone around them, of course which is not true for me.
For this reason, my love, people who were so close to me,
just tend to disappear, and even warn their wives not to get
close to me. It is that bad. There is much | wanted to tell
you about my title ‘widower, but allow me to save that for

another day.

My love, since you left us, just like me, Tabby has been
missing you so much. She has always carried your wise
counsel every day. She has grown it a very beautiful wise
woman: your real copy. Talking of Tabby’s wisdom, allow
me to remind you what | overheard you tell her someday,
when she was crying over a boyfriend who had asked her

to give him space.

‘Soul loss happens in abusive relationships. This means
that if you decide to endure invalidating treatment thinking
it’s a virtue or strength, the end result is suffering severe
injuries emotionally and you eventually lose touch with
your inner being. This means you lose touch with who you

are. Once this happens, you lose your self-esteem and the
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will to stand up for yourself, which makes you a split being.
Your head knows what is right but your will remains in the
hands of the abuser and he tosses you here and there like
their puppet. In sum, you abandon your soul and your
psychological well-being. There’s no need of exposing
yourself to harmful rays from a radioactive substance or

damaging treatment from a toxic relationship.

My love, do you remember telling Tabby these? Well, |
have to confess that in as much as your target audience was
Tabby, | too benefited from the wise counsel. As | write
you this letter my love, 1 am so happy to tell you that your
words of wisdom did not go in vain. Why am | saying this?
Beside her following this right counsel, | tend to think that
in terms of morality, our girl tends to be exactly like you.
I am glad to inform you that she took your advice very
seriously, quit the toxic relationship and as we speak right
now, she is enjoying honeymoon with her Ghanaian
husband in Dubai, after a very beautiful garden wedding,
like she had always wished. You must be smiling right

now, aren’t you?
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This letter will not be complete if | forgot to mention that
because of your selflessness, a hero and always standing up
for truth and integrity, you have been recognized in the
presidential state award my love. Do you remember the
wife of the Ghanaian ICT boss? She too was recognized for
the fact that she had a husband who is now a hero, for
standing up for electoral integrity. His only son Fenuku
married our daughter Tabby. You see how this is a small
world? 1 can only wish you were around to hear the
beautiful speech, a speech about peoples’ destiny’s that one
can’t run away from. When they killed you, for very many
years, | thought it was the end of Tabby and I. I even cursed
God for having me and Tabby survive, but right now, |
have had to appreciate the fact that everything happens for
a reason. If the dead indeed watch over people, | believe

that you truly watch over us.

Can I put a smile on your face my love? Mysterious things
have been happening in the electoral commission. The
chairman of the commission confessed in a public press
brief that he truly doesn’t know who won the election,

something that was least expected from someone of his
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caliber. The whole world found it hilarious. We believe the

dead are not resting.

My beautiful wife, as our girl celebrates her honeymoon in
Dubai today, | choose to celebrate you for the years that we
had together and the beautiful memories you left for Tabby
and I. It is the reason I’m posting this letter on my social
media accounts, so that the world knows that even in your
absence, you are still the woman | treasure with all my
heart. 1 may be slightly broken, a little bruised and even
permanently scarred but | still wake up every day with a
tremendous will to fight for the ups and downs of life. Your
death hasn’t changed your presence in my life my dear

wife.

I still miss the sound of your voice, the wisdom in your
advice. The only thing time has changed is the fact that
right now, our beloved country Kenya is so peaceful. We
had another election in August,2017 and 2022; we thank
God for the peace.

I love you always. Even though the gap you left is

immense, as you would have advised me, I still stand on
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the promises of God. Exodus 14:14, the Lord will fight for
me, | only need to be still. In the sweet by and by, we shall

meet on that beautiful show.
Your darling husband.”

Tabby would not hide her joy. She cried, when she saw
Papa’s letter on social media, addressed to Mama. She
wore this mixed feeling that only Fenuku understood. He
moved closed to her, gave her his hand, she gave him hers
and let her head sink freely in his warm embrace. With the
immense silence between them, the silence that spoke
volumes, they were so peaceful. They let go off the hands,
still in that close proximity, they stared in each other’s

eyes, smiled and gently kissed on the lips.
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SYNOPSIS

Ballots of Bullets is a historical riveting fictitious account
of the Kenyan 2007 post-election violence and its
aftermath: loss of property, loss of lives, displacement,
emotional and psychological torture among others. Tabby
and Fenuku meet at the airport while fleeing. Upon
interaction, they learn that they have been devoured by the
same monster: violence. Fenuku’s father, Mr. Obuu, the
electoral ICT manager is murdered in cold blood for his
firm stand of ensuring he delivers valid election results
which are to be transmitted electronically while Tabby’s
mother and siblings are torched from their house while
Papa is away on a business trip. The heinous act of torching
them is occasioned by the ethnically divided politics, for
Papa was supporting a presidential candidate who was not

popular in his region because of his tribe.

In the twists and turns of the plot and style, the novel
addresses other emerging trends in African literature:
Family relations, Cultural transformations, Technological

advances and the 21st Century notion of modernity. At the
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end, Tabby and Fenueku travel back to Kenya as a couple
after the peace tract spearheaded by Koffi Annan. It is on
this same day, Tabby launches her book ‘BALLOTS OF
BULLETS. They work for an NGO that preaches peace
and offer counseling to the sexually molested women and

other survivors.
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